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To my 
oft bigbly bonoured (fe 
CHARLES COTTON 
Ejquire, 


Oble Coſin, as ſoon 
as I had finiſhed this 
Play of mine (calPd 
the Tragedy of Ovid) 

| I ſent 1c to wait.upon 

ou, at your houſe in Berisford; 

N heres it found ſo courteous, and ge- 

Merous an Entertainment ; that I 

| Hhould accuſe my felt of much In- 

FEratitude , did I not Dedicate it to 

You, and entreat your Fayour that 

4 A 2 + 


— 
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| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
S eh! -vifieche world; under che 
fecure Patronage: of your” -authensJ $ 
tick Name. I beſcech you therefore & 
ro afford it ſo much grace : Andto 
g1yenr Icave to lye in your ParJourf 1: 
Vindow:; ſince you have beer plea- li 
{cd to {ignalize it with to excellentY 
Fpigram's. This 1s but a ſmall Te- 
ſtimony of my thanktulnels to you, | 
for an Abundancy of high and ob-Y.: 
lieging Favours, that I have (updnl | 
all occaſions) received from-you:# 
To which you will infinitelyaddey 
by continuing in your good opt Ic 
nion, B 
Lt Str, 


Yonr very afſeTionate - 
| 

Kinſman; and moſe 7: 

Þ 
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humble Servant 


ASTON COKAINT4 
An: «71 
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FOAT An : 


Epigramme to the Authour, 


A =. ,, Upon his Tragedy of 


WEE FIVE 63), HO (EDA W 
\'* 7A) OE SE EAE Cat > 


3 ; { | Oo V || D. | 
8-0 | APY: 
"SW Org live the Poet, and his lovely 

l J*;h ' 


; Muſe, 

LE Ba The Stage with Wit, and Learning to 
L ihfuſe.. 

*MEmbalm him in immortall Elegy, 

By gentle Naſo;)) for if he ould dye, 
810 makes thee live, thoult be again pur- 
ſud, | 

B4xd baniſh't Heaven for Ingratitude. 

l Transform again thy Metamorphoſtes 
Rin one, and turnthy various ſhapes to his. 
$4 twin-barn Maſe in ſuch embraces carl d, 
34s ſhall ſubjeT the $criblers of the World. 

N4.41d,/pireof Time,and Envy,henceforth fot, 
$7 he ruling Gemini,of Love, and Wit. © 

| A 3 $0. 


A Hee; 


E KN M- 
pbp3e op +4$$$$$$/ 


BY: your Perrs yber, ps; Aachor meet, | 
And "a7 op" any with their filver-feet) 
Both iS both gentle, both crenſerndbg 


Both "he d alike in charming 4 ” 


80 equally admir'd,the Lawr 
Without diſtin#jon both to Him. cud wo 


Naſo was Rome* $ fan d Qvid, Tok 4: 
lone ; 


Muſt be the Ovid to our Albion: 3 
In all things equall, ſaving in this caſe, © : 


Qur Modern Ovid bas AN better grace. 


CHARLES COTTO} 


Philodramatos, 
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FR vv a a-\ YENC ERAS ' Jr, WC 
Wok Lon 4 oy De Es J 


ICED $$$: 
% | "Was oy" - 
ety To the Gurboii 
7210 
'N On 


| Cpt HANNIB AL, 
"1 a An Fpigramme: 


Our Captain Hannibil doe's 
ſnort, and puffe, 
| Armin his brazen face, and greaſy 
; bufte. 
'Mongft Puncks, and Pandars, and 
can rant, as rore, 
” WrithCacala the Turd.and his poor 
L whore: 
{ But I would wiſh his Vida not 
Fr miſtake us, 
| All Captainsarenotlike his Brother 
Dacus. Adviſe 


| 


ROI. then Be quiet 3/6 ct 


Bring "Captain ue, ro "Pate 
your Hannibal. ; 


CHARLES COTTON. 


DIOFICHO) 
EEEDOLCLNESION 


| Soi =: 


Dramatis Perſone. 


Yrontus, A young Lord. 
Philocles, His Friend. 
Baſlancs, A young Lord. 
1 Marullus, His Friend. 
{2 Phorbianus, Pyrontus þzs younger 
jr Brother, called alſo Caralinda. 
Hannibal A Baniſt't Italian Caps 
"Farm. 

Cacala, A young Fellow, His man. 
Publius Ovidius Naſo. 
Dacus, A Getick Captain. 
Clerina, Baſſanes His Bride. 
Armelina, Her Sifter. 


Cypallis, A Bawd. 


Spinella, 


FS: $4. >: b$$$+: -þþÞl « 
al 


| pk 0 Sf y W MN 
7 Roman Oren 
Masker S, 


A Spectre. 
Servants; 


The Scene Tomes, «City 
Pontus: 
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A (Many ferrous Poets do not re- 

\| | of fuſe, 

42 With Prologues t uſter ; in the Tra= 

| gick Muſe: 

5.9 The Reaſon (Gallants !) Ipreſumeto 
I [9 

To Tomos, you are welcom all to day. 

For fear (left when y'awe ſeene't) you 

uld repent 

| Both of your Mony,and your Time miſ- 

ent, 

I K. you (though our Flay is new) tis 
writ, 

3 After an ill old mode,with litle wit: 

; For 


This (; bid ,you have our Leave (with: 
out Off ence ) 
To eake -Jonr mony roain, And fo £0 
hence. 
"Nothing of Ovid ther ! Enough, i 
nough: 
| Dancing and frehting; And mich 4- 
! morons ftuſfe. 1 
_ Wanyoftheſeinvite your fiay; Pray 
know | 
We hops +0 pleaſe e 4 ; whether you 
*willjor 19+ 
But (if you ſhall diſlike it) Gonle 
© worry 


Cry. go ſ, cles, and inevetſe ec il 
"NO" 


_ - — -—— — yy "I 
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ke Tragedy 


Of 


---& V1 
Ex eA tus primi, Scans prima, 


=] Enter Pyrontus. furiouſly intending to fall 
' upon his ſword, and Phylocles after him, 
who with his foot ſtrikes it away. 


PyrontwW Neivill man begon, before my 
rage 
UL. above my troubled 
patience; 

nd 1 for this untimely Courteſy, 
Make theeto barbinger my Soul, in death; ie 
'* Wby/ocles, Alas! My Lord why will x oggpake F 
cot away | 
CY | he nobleſt Life that ever honour?d Ponitus ? 
: pray you think upon'c, | L 
Jron. | am reſolv'd, [ 
or will I live to ſee Clorine made | 
| B 


Ay 


le 


- 
. Or SD ny ns As co ny —— 


HW won — 


| Tragedy of O VID. 
A wife to any man beſides my ſelf. 


Phylo. Ah! who would not run mad, and tear 
his haire, | 


And weep untill his eye- balls did diffolve, 


To fee the braveſt man of all this Land 

So paſſionate; And for a ſcornfull Lady ? 
Pyron, Kill me Phylocles: Thou wilt do a deed 
The gods will ove thee for; for I am One 

Ful of thoſe things that virtuous Souls abhorre, 
Elſe ſure Cloring would not uſe me thus. 


© Phile, To my own death to do you reall Service 


ay command me readily ( my Lord ): 
Fo entiſe n2 to advance my hand 
ainſt your LifezGreat F-ve! and all the gods 


| ( Whom we do reverence and fear ) forbid. 


Pyron. Pi lociesy doſt thou love me ? 

Phylo. You know ( my Lord ) I do abovemy 
Life. 

In our late wars when we did aid our Friends 

The fortunate Romans, I attended you 

And when your Horſe's Fall left you a Prey 

Unto the barbarous Cruelty of the Parthians 

1, careleſs of my life, ran to your Aide 

And brought you off through many of their 
deaths: 

Command me any thing, ſo you except 

Your noble Life, and I will doit freely. 

Pyron, Aſwell except you will not ftirre a foot 

To do your friend the greateſt favour for him 


Yo 


Which with an eaſe,ſo eaſy as is walking, 


ar 


bir 
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You may perform. 
Phylo. What would you have me do ? 

Pzron, Begon my Phy /ocles. Is this a day 

For me to honour with my Life, wherem 
Clorina (lighting all my years of ſervice 
(Which | have paid to her with as great fervour 
As any of our Prieſts adore the gods ) 


' Will give away her ſelf unto Baſſunes ? 


Away my Friend, and let me dye, 

Phylo. My Lord T will obey you onZontdi 

That I may find you, as 1 leave ya Caf 

And (till I fee you next) untouchr ep 

I have ſome hope I may bring comforr with 

Calme all theſe paſſions, and create a Jo) 

That may occaſion FTriumphs in your hearr 

Pyzron. Gothen, my Friend, and proſper; but 
be ſure 

Thou doſt not trifle with me, Thou well knowſt 

The nature of Pjront v5 15 avetfe 

To ſuffering of Abules. 

Phylo. 1 am gon 

Wirh hope tobring you Comfort ſpeedily, Exit, 

P3ron. Falſe Tyrant Love! I would } had 
thee here, 

With thy own bow Ide ſhoot ſuch paiſions in 
thee | 

As ſhould be over-ſtrong for thee to bear, 

Fond Buy ! Ide make thee doar on chaſte 
Diana | 

And pluck thy Golden Feathers from thy 

Wings B 2 | To 
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—— 


To write with them Repentance to the world. 
Which of the Farall Siſters did provoke 
Thee, careleſs of mans happineſs, to do 

Thoſe bloody deeds which thou art famous for? 
O that I knew her! And when ] am dead 
1de paſs the dreadfull Waves of Phlepeton 


« But | would find her, and deſtroy her too. 


Upon Txion's wheele Ide torture her 

Till with her balefull Cries ſhe did awake 

The Porter Cerberus from his drowſy den, 

Then would I give her body, unto him 

And he ſhou]d eat it, and ſhe be forgot. 

Bur, cruell Love, hadſt thou bin kind ro me 

And equal! fre ray(d in Clorin«'s breaſt, 

Not only in Tomos, but throughout all Poytus, 

] would have raiſed Alcars to thy praiſe : 

Where night and day ( whilſt Time makes 
Night, and day ) 

I would have had ſuch Anthems carrol'd to thee 

By happy Lovers; ther, eternall Fove 

Should have wiſh*d hiniſelf co have been the 
god of love, 


Enter Ovid, Phylecles, and Armelina. 
Phyio. My Lord, The beauceons Lady Ar- 


melina 
Attended by the Poets Glory Ovid 
Py the Entreaty of the excellent Bride, 
Are come to wooe you to your Life, 


Pyron- 
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Pyron, Tis a miraculous kindneſs, that the fair 
| Clorina on this ſolemn day affordsme, 
? Had ſhee bur pleaſd c* have been ſo mercifull 
; In former times, I had not drooped thus 
Now all the City Tomos layes afide 
Neglefted Care, and puts on Jollity. 
Madam! what is the pleaſure of my Deity 
And thou full Soul of poetry ( ſweer Ovid ) 
What unimmagin*d harmony of Comforc 
Bring you unto me ? 
Armel, My Lord! if that my f{ifter 
Still doth retain the leaſt of power over you 
By me ſhe doth entreat you to continue 
' Among the Living. By all the Love you have 
Profes*d uuto her, ſhe conjures you t* bear 
The Chances of this Day worthy your birth, 
And all the noble Attions of your Life. 
Ovid, It1s an unbeſeeming weakneſs in you 
Degenerating from the former fulneſs 
Of all your Honours, all your immenſe know- 
; ledge 
Of ſage Philoſophy, and cf your ſelf 
Thus to captive your Reaſon, and become 
Slave to the paſſions of an heart let looſe 
To the purſuir of barbarous Appetices. 
Pyron. Sweet Armelina! youu whole every word 
Strikes Mufick through my ears unto my Soul; 
You who in your ſofc language have apparal'd 
The Comp:ands of my goJideſs, muſt have 
power 


B 3 To-- 
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To make me die continually by living, 

Ovid. Aﬀlume a better Courage, and contemna 

Thefe Trifles, which you raſhly deem Mis» 
fortunes. 

My T.ord, you are the Glory of this Countrys 

T he Balis upon whic!1 not oily Tomes, 

But the Nobility of P»xt us, build 

Their Glories on; in{trufted hitherto 

By imitating You their great Example. 

A little Time may alter your Opinjon 

Of Beauty; you may chance to (ee ere Long 

Another Lady that may pleaſe you better : 

And then chis day you do account ſo miſerable 

You in your Kalender will mark a Feftival, 


 Pyroz. Yeace gentle Quid, this is blaſphemy 


Againſt the Divitaty of her fair {ou], 

And thac rich Heaven of happineſs, her body: 

ove hath no Beauty, like her,on Olympus; 

She's nature's Maſter-piece,and glorifies 

This Angle of the world ſo, that | prize it 

Above criumphant Rome, and all the Splen- 
dours 

The Court of great Tiberimn is al for, 

Ovid. You ſhall orecome Me,ſfo you will Your 
(elf: 

Say any thing (my L ord) and I will hear you; 

Do any thin;;, and I will ronour it; 

So you forbear to treſpaſs *gainſt your Life. 

Armel, My Siſter doth expe & uf y ou have ever 

Born rcall affection to her) that you ſhould 

Feeurn 


I - 


Ir 
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Return her word by me, that you will looſe 
This Reſolution of ic!f-Murther, ſhe will 
Love you as far as Honor wil give leave, 
Entercain weicomly your Company, 


And converſation, whilſt you prove your ſelf 


Delighted with her virme. And ſhe knows 

The Lord B»ſ(ſanes will moſt joyfully 

Continue you within the Catalogue 

Of his Friends moſt belov'd, while you ex- 
ceed not 

The Limits of a candid Amity, 

Nor attempt treaſon to her Nupttals. 

Phylo. 1 ſee a Calmneſle in your looks (my 
Friend! ) 

Thanks ( grations Madam ) for your pains; 
And may | 

Thy Roman Gods reward this kindneſs(0v1i4); 

Yet he were ſavage that had ears ſo deafe, 

And dull an IntelleC&, as not to yield 

To your great Reafon, and mott eloquent 
Tongue, | 

Ovid. Y our partiall Love doth too much over- 
value 

My poor Endeavours, Hark! Mzſtck within 

Armel. ] he Muſick doth 

Invite as in. Pray, Glorify this Ceremony 

Wich your fair preſence 

Phylo. Hymen will ( my Lord ) 


Owe you a bleſling for it. 


Ovid. Light a more 
B 4 Auſpic;ous 


l "IP 2 
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Auſpicious Torch,-and (for a Courteſy 

So cimely given) crown your more happy head 
With future bliſs above your Hopes. 

Pyron. Leadin, +.  Exemnt,Ovid, 


Vie bur colle& my Celf, and follow you. 


Armel. You will oblige us all. Armelina, 
Pyron, My Friend Phylocles ! 
Phylo, I am here, my Lord. (here! 


Pyron, Oh! how a thouſand paſſions combate 

Buc which of chem ſhall prove predominant 

Commands ( received from my fair , cruell 
Miſtriſs ) 

Already have determind. What ſtrange Miracles, 


. Great Deity of Love, are in thy power! 


Aﬀe&ion prompts me to advance my hand, 

And turn the Geniall Bed into an [Irne. 

By ſetting this Baſſunes Soul at Liberty . 

But I muſt needs recall chis infant-cthought; 

Or an inglorious ſtain may fix upon 

My Reputation. He was ever noble 

Inall his Actions to me, and we _ 

Have long ago concratted ſuch afriendſhip, 

Thar it hath been look'c on, as #n Example 

Worthy an Imitatipn, Behides,he 

Was never made acquainted with my Love. 

He then is innocent of any Injury 

Commicred againſt me; and doth no more 

Then [. The bright Clorina be affes 

And ſo dol, and ſonwſt all che worid 

Thar are not blind, or ſenſeleſs when they ſee 
EF His 


? 


Vis Starres befriend him: All thoſe Eyes of 
Heaven 

Did look a-ſquint at my Nativity: 

And he hath far more Merit ro deſerve her, 

Come Phylocles: She is my only goddeſs 

And I muſt quit me of peofaneſsroo ; 

What ſhe commands, ſtrike no forbidden 
Bow, Exennt, 


Scena ſecunda, 
Ezter Dacus, Cypalſbs, a«d Spinella. 


S}i. Mother ! Captain Dacus promis'd me a 
new Gown againſt this Maskque: And hath 
not kept his word with me. I defire there- 

' - fore | may bequic of his Company ? 

Dac, Pritty grumbling Heart ! My Tennants 
are flow in paying their Rents, I elſe had 
not faild thee : But you are very firte as you 
are, Venys be thanked. 

SÞi. That's no coſt of yours, I am the more 
beholding co another friend. 


Dac. To whom? The Brides groom I war- + 


rant you, Spinella, 
$pi. Tis heindeed, 
Cypaſ. The Lord Baſtanes was ever her noble 
Patron. | 
Dac, But I hope ſhe will looſe his Bounty here- 
after, Cypaſſis, 
h SÞi. 
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Spi, Your Jealouſy prompts you to talk thus, 

Cypaſ. After heney-moon's paſt, he may return 
to her again. | 

Spi, Yan ſhall become more liberal}, or I will 
ſhortly caſheere you from my Acquaintance, 
Whar do you think, we venture reputation 
for nothing but oathes, flattering words, 
and alittle fooliſh pleaſure. 

Cypaſ. Indeed, Son,a young Gentle-woman muſt 
be maintain*d wich other Materials, If ſhe 
goes nor 'fine, and cleanly, he is not fic for 
good Company, And if ſhe keeps never {0 
litle a while Il, and it comesto be known, 
ſhe may bid farewell for ever to a)! her holj- 
daics; The Honorable, and VW orſhipfall will 
not care for her Embraces. 

Dac. Are you againſt me too, mother? I had 
thought Madam (ypaſſis had had a greater 
kindneſs for me then ſo, | 

Cypaſ. Captain Dacus! You know Lhave muc{ 

_-reſpe&ed you from our firſt Acquaintance, 
Bur you muſt think of performing better 
with Spine!/z for the furure, My poor Girle 
eiſe, willnot be able to live decently, in the 
faſhion, unleſs ſhe ſhould live more Common 
then |} could with. | 

Spmzel. Mather, you ſhall not need to fear that: 

' for 1 can be married when I will. And this 
Wedding of my dear old friend invites me 
much to take that Courſe, Fang dire& me 

(O., 
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to the beſt: for Venus ( whomT have hither- 
toſervd ) is but anill Tutrels, 

Dae. Prethee,ſweet Spine/[a,zleave this melan- 
cholly Diſcourſe. Jr ſounds too unkindly 
eſpecially on a marriage- day. We ſhould 
now talk of | ove, Maidenheads, Muſick, 
Banquets, Maſkques, and fo forth. 

Spinel. Captain Dacus. I mult confeſs,my Ge- 
nius is towards mirth indeed: But you mult 
not then give me cauſe of ſorrow, 

Cypaſ. The truth is, Captain, you muſt not be 

o cloſe handed. for the future, The Lord 
Baſſanes being married, peradventure may 
turn foaliſhly uxorious: And then you mult 
eicher get pou better I ennants, 

Spinel. Or a new Miſtriſs. 

Dacus, Still in this Key! 

(yoaſ. What hath been done yet, hath been 
kept private. And ſo it comcern'd. all aur 
Repucations. But (now I think betcer an 
ic ) it is your helt way ( Spinella) to take 
an Husband, if be be worth having, 

Spinel. He can (ſcarce be worſe then this ſervant, 

Dacus. Pretty one,aftord me better words: For 
] dearly love thee, And ( chough I never 
made ule of my Credit yet mghbat kind) I 
will take up a new Gown far thee to moc- 
row; on thar condition | may take Ic up as 
oftemas | will, 

Spine!, Then you {hall have leave to doyour 
beſt, or worlkt, C;paſ. 
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Cypaſ. Agreed, agreed. 

Tis well ? are come, Enter CMarullus, 

Spinel. ethoughr Baſſanes had forgotten us; 
but we meant (you ſee) co come unſent for. 

Mar. You might have been welcom if you had: 

I ſhould have got you good places, Bur Baſ- 
ſanes is a Gentlemay of his word, and hath 
ſent me to conduct you accordingly, 

Spinel. I thank his Bridegroom- ſhip. 

Mar. You are angry (i warrant you ) that 

_ he*s married. 

Spine. Not I, Vents bear me record: Much 
good do him with his freſh meat. He will be 
weary of it no doubt ere long;as he hath been 
with Others: Soyou may tell him,Marallus. 

Mar. And then you hope for himagain ? 

Cypeſ. Funo, and D;ana defend. I dare ſwear 

' ſhe hath no ſuch choughts, 

Dacus. ' Sodurſt not I. 

Mar. NorlI. 

Spinel. ] care not what you lay, you are 
both minded to jeſt with me, But,is not the 
yo'ng Phehianus returned from Rome againſt 
theſe Sclemmities ? 

Mar. Pyrontas writ for him. 

Cypeſ. Tis marvaile Baſſanes would not ſtay 
for his Arrivall. 

Spnel, No wonder at all: All men are ſomad 
of a new face when they can ger ir, 

Cypaſ, Though often they leave a better for ir. 

Dacts. 
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Dacus. Well ſaid, Mother : Thou ſpeakeſt O» 
racles, old Cypaſſs ! 

Mar. With ſome Regret, This marriagefsnot 
yet digeſted by chem In earneſt, j muſt en- 
rreat you to beware of your behaviours. 
You are delir'd to pretegd no Acquaintance 

, to the Bridegroom. Theſe Slips of youth 
are fit to be conceald. 

Spinel. Or Clorina may grow jealous. 

Mar. T1s good preventing the worſt: Tis time 
we walk, Exeunt Omnes. 


Scena Tertid. 


Loud Muſick. Then Enter,Pyrontus, 
Baſſanes, Phylocles, Ovid, Clo- 
rina, Armelina, 


Baſſanes. Welcom for ever to my hand,Clorine, 

Who long haſt been the Regent of my heart, 

This'day hath made me Owner of ſuck Riches, 

(The Mine of Joyes in my delicious Bride ) 

That I our mjghtieſt Ceſar do not envy 

TY do's my deareft bluſh ? Becauſe thy Mo- 
eſt 


' Doth ſee ſo many Beauties here Inferior 


To thy ſupremeſt one! Bur bluſh on, faireſt, 


Like co aſetting Sun, at the approch 


Of this ſo longd for Night, that's co determine 
Your 
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Your Virgin Honour, 

Clor, Now you make me bluſh 

Indeed my Lord. 

Prone 1 with you ( Madam) a Life fo cir- 
cled in | 

With joy,that you'may never breathe a ſigh: 

And ( when you ſhall grow weary of the 
Earth ) | 

Become Fove*s Dotage and beQueen of Heaven; 

Clor, My Lord Pyronts, I return you thanks: 

And hope-th* immortall gods will recompenſe 

This kindneſs, with an happineſs tranſcending 

What ever yet you could deitre, 

Ovid. May Heaven 

Propitzoully (mile on you with all thoſe 

Bright cies that do enlighten Night and Day, 

Arm. 1 did not taink this Ciry could haye 
ſhowne * 

A Mulcicude (ogallant of both Sexes. 

Baſſas: They come (1 thank them ) to grace 

our Nuptials. 

Phyloc. They come no doubr to ſee and to 
be ſeen. 


Enter Marnlius, Dacas, Cypaſ- 
lis, Spinella, 


Mar, Hymen be praiſd,we are come in time 
Cypaſ. Venus bleſs mine eyes! whar a fine ſhew 
is here ? | 


SPM 
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$141, Indeed ( Captain Dacas ) you have en- 
deard me much 
We are beholding to your luſty Shoulders, _ 
cir That made a Pritty Lane chrough all the 
Croud. 
h: | Dacus My beſt of firength {hall evermore at- 
the rend, 
# To do you ſervice, 
en;} Mar. Here let us keep together 
ks: This is the beſt Room thar is left. Pray tell me 
nſef How do you like the Bride? Donot her eres 
ng} Dart ſubtle rayes, ſuch as may kindle fires 
Within the breaſts of all mankind ? 
Spin. I do not know how ſome may love 
heart- burning. 
7, © Cypaſe Iris a Pretty Lady, bur I haveſfeen 
vel Some faces that have ſeemd as well. 
Mar. O Envy! Madam Cypaſjis, where be- 
ſeech you ? 
cell Dacus, 1 hope Spinel/a would be loth enough 
To change wich her, 
to Spine/. T am not yet a weary 
Of mine own. | 
Baſ, It doth grow late, and time they did 
begin 
Ovid. They only waited your Commands. 
Mar. That's Publius Ovidins Naſo, the chief 
e Poet 
-w | Notonly of Rowe, but all the mighty Empire. 
Cypaſ. I know him well enongh, and was ac- 
quainted Many 


ih 
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Many years with him, ere [ ſaw this Country: 
Ovid. May. Mufick bring 
Some Neities from O!ympus-Top, to grace *" 
This Night's Solemniries.” The Mask. 

The Makers all attir*d according! 
t0 the Fancies of the Ancient Poets," 


After a Flouriſh of leud Muſick 
Enter Hymen, Cupid, and Venus ſinging: 


« ad” 


Ver. | (mil'd with eres, that darced rayes 
Of (weer defire on eicher's face; 
Cupid. And 1 ſuch ſhafrs did put in ure 
As only they themſelves could cure, | 
. Hym., And 1 Love's beſt Phyſitian quickly | 
found; | | 
Each others hand might heal each others 
. wound. . | 
Ven, May they diffolve in love, yet prove 
Na Diminuction by their love, 
(up. May they their fears and pains requite, 
And ſpend (in ſuch revenge) thisnighr. 
Hym, What ere they do, they may with ar- - 
: dent Zeal; / 
For they have Licence under my great Seal, 


Ny ey ft. hat bay tot. > had 


Enter Mercury, 


Merc. Fove hath commanded me to let you 


know 34-74 
You 
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You ſhall 'not- wane /a'grace- chat'Heaverr On 
F ſhow. 1.44 00% c&W 1340 » YA 

'By vircue therefore of my ſacred Wand” 

aps d Pal Jarhirher } cothmand | : 

Ls chey ( with Vehis'} may again coltelty 

44 am'belongs the Golden Apple beft.:. . 1 
; And yo (by my Gadauceus Pawer),7 415 

Tthargeto conte from: thy EliziumBower, 
NowTet'thy dooni meertche)juſt:wilt of Fink F 
And thou ſhalt feaſt with Deicies above; 
Forgothy Solicary ſhades, and ot li wall 
A judg upotFON#pWiRg thy witty! e939 1011 


. 
v 


Enter Juno, and wx Þ 


Pollas, Wherefore are we thus ſummond + 'to 
i. \ C3 

To humain view ? and to theſe Mortals. hd 
Jo. ef) age Jove' naw wal not. ———— our 


ops in love wick! women- kind again 
Pallas, . Sacel long * _ (ora of the Dei 


| He did. bendon: terrene vanities. : 
Jamo. Daughter, he fwore (by; Di) to me 
; bimſelf, 
He would! for ever-leave all amarous Realth: 
Y Yer'/Funo cannot burſuſpef the worſe; 
BHeonce:fo long'continu'd ſuch a Courſe, -- 
| Pallas, Pallas hath often blu h*'d co hear Mars 
ill, GC Following 
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Fdtiawing HhigHachers Reps he did but wells 

My brother.was too blame. 

Thi. Alas! tn fag;  - |: 

Gloried to iniicate what Jag ha bad weM 

Yaurtifter Venw was an.bayfom 

Pellas, And Meri ( when he 6 TENG J was 
very. wild... 

Merc, Seturnia,needleſs,l da kngy your fear; 
Had-Fqve, meant, ſo, heg'd; not haye met. you 
here, | 
Par is low vj; his Approagty: Sure ſome. 

Fine Dreams hexe hx'd big in Elizium, 
Again I muſt command him t to appear, 


Enter Paris. 


hey You need not (Mein? s ſons ) for I am - 
here. -* n 
Lhad not.made.ſuch. ſtay, butwas in calle, | 
With my fair Queen in « felicious w I 
Where Aganiemnon, and-the Spartan | 
And. all thoſe many Prinegs,they did. Kg, b b 
To fight for the Revenge of chat fam'd Rape; 
Did laugh at our Diſcourſe, not cavy at. 
Thrice "happy/are thole Shades, GO. 0k 
dc bear, | 
Thofe Paffons that Ca:tyrannize ic tieze: -: | 
The Grecian Chicfcains have.a thouſand times, 
Curs'd: their own rage,: that.cros'dusin o! 


Crimes: 
Fc 


240* + 
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For when their wiſer ſouls werelooſned from 
T heir Bodies (forc*d unto El/izinm 
By violent deachs ) and clearly underſtood, 
T hoſe follies they had ſealed with their blood. 
Amazemient ceas'd upon them all. Our Troy, 
( Which that ſo fatall Quarrell did deftroy.) - 
Had flouriſh*d hill m Pomp-; All they and we 
Had liv'd in peace and im Feheity.' 
And died in our own beds, had rhey been bleſt 
T?aave' had thofe thoughts 'wherewith thfare 
now poſſeft. plat | 
We are not jealous iti thoſe plains of Bliſs: 
They for Fruition Care not, there, that kiſs 
Hellen of Greece, and I ( withoue diſpighe - 
To M-nal:ws (elf) rake what Delight, 
Pteaſeth us there-the moſt. Every one there, 
Sleights thoſe things moſt 'they dored upon 
here. 
Our Bodies beins compos*d of Flements 
Incline Manknd to ſeek roplcaſe rheſenſe. 
Buc there our Spirirs '( bein 2 1nonfin'd ) 
Strive at the ſatifa&tian of che mind. 
Though” Souls emvrace, They Organs want, 
_andPlaces | 
Toraiſe a jealouſy at their embraces: 
eat our old Amours do ofcen iaugh, 
Merc, Then you was in diſcourſe, which 1 
broke off ? 
Paris, No matter ( Mercury ) *tis fit] pay 
My dury unto Fove, and him obey : 
C2 What 
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What therefore.is his will? that I may ſoon 

Submic to his Inevitable Doom. 

Merc, You muſt again an Umpire be,and tell 

(ln, beauty ) which of theſe doth molt excell. 

Parz. My: Judgment I have given, once and 
why 

Should that again co my diſcuſſion lye? 

Merc. *Tis Fove's Decrce, And he (if you re- 
frain) 

Will make you Subje@,unto Pluts's Raign, 

From the E/:zium Plains, remove you quite, 

And caſt you into an eternallnight; 

(Infteed of Helen's voice) where evermore 

You ſhall hear. Cerberus bark, Cocytus rore, 

And dreadfull Pblegeton ( with horrid Noiſe) 

Torment your ears, as darkneſs ſhall your c1es; 

Par;z., | muſt ſubmit. 

Merc, Here take this golden Ball. 

And g1ive*to her that's hanſomſt of them. all. 

Paris, 1 ſhall (in my Opinian) doom aright: 

Bur wiſh that ZFove had choſe ſome other wight, 

But the Jaſt time theſe goddeſſes emploid 

Me in this kind, it was on Sacred lde. 

Why therefore here, in ſo remote a Town? 

And Countries, ſo far diſtant from mine own? 

Merc. Caſt but your eies about chis Crouded 
Place, | 

And you may judge, it is to do a Grace 

To ſome in this fair Company, 

Hymen. To day, 


= «a - ens. it 
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That generous yonthfull Pair became my Prey. 

C#pid, Bur they had never been your Caprives 
bound, 

If I had not compeld them by a wound, 

Merc. Fupitey (to do honor to this Night) 

Harh ſummond cheſe rt appear co humain (jghe: 

And hath ' commanded you ( before this 
Throng) 

Togive that Apple where *c doth moſt belons: 

Be well advis'd ( after exa& Survey ) 

How you diſpoſe the golden Fruit away, 

Paris. Prime goddeſſes of the Olympick Courc, 

That Pari grace again wich your Refocrt, | 

I on my knees beg leave, that what] do 

For One, may nor offend the other T wo: 

Becauſe our Poets have profes'd, that we 

Have been aftlited for my firſt decree; 

For thence cwo of you did our foes become, 

And haſtned-on the Sack of 1/;um, 

I muſt obey Imperipus Fove's Command, 

Venus, And we to thy Arbitrimenc will and. 

Juno. 1 do proteſt ( by all my Rule above) 

Flenot be angry howſoe're [rt prove. 

Palls, And, Priams.lon, I wilt be nothing ftired 

Or diſcontent, if orhers be prefer'd. 

"__ Having implor'd your Mercies, Now [ 
all 

Tolook to whom belongs the Golden Ball. 

7uno hach ſweet black eies, Pal/asfine hair, 

Venns is juſt proportzon'd wondrous fair, 

C 3 


« 
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As 1 have done before, again I muſt, 
Venns, The Ball's thine ; And oy "judgment 
juſt. Gives it to her. 
Juno. — tax thy Doom, were bur a needleſs 
ſhifc, 
Pallas, Nor do We enyy her the perry guiſe 
Venns. To ſhow there is no falling ont, Lets all 
Fallin, and dance ( before this Pair ) a'Ball, 
Fwuno, You and I ( Trojan Prince ) will lead; 
Fils ſport 
. You have been famous for, in Priamg 
; - on 
Pars. Supremeſt goddeſs, you a Grace con« 
 ferre 
Too high, upon your humble Honorer. 
Funo. Hymen, Cupid, and Maia's ſon,advancez 
Let's ſhow theſe Morcals an Olympick Dance. 
All the Maskers Rape 


After « Flouriſh of Soleyn loud Muſick, 


Enter Jupiter. 


e Merc. The King of gods and men! Haile 
chundring Fove! 

Pall. Why hath my Father lefc his Throne 
above? 

Fepit-r.. Perceiving Venus, and her wanton 
Son, 

( To do ſome ervice) were by Hymen won 


From wy ſtar-paved Court,and looking down 
Upon 
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Upon the world, and (injt) on this Town, 

t | I1ſooneſpide the bufinelſs : Therefore ſtraight 

" SU you both to meet (this Nuptiall 

P nighr') | | | 
My daughter Yexus here, that we might do, 
A Grace divineunto theſe happy-two. 

1 How Parzs hath beftow'd the Bath, i've ſeen: 
But giveit me again ( you amorous Queen 

1; 8 . Of Cyprus ) Ithereafter muſt not be 
A:'Trophy to the Paphian Diety.. 

Ven, Great Jupiter, I yield to thy Command, 
Fapi. And [ thus give it t a more beauti- 

$ ous hand, Gives it Clorina. 
Here may you flouriſh long in bliſs, and when 
You weary grow of the abodes of Men, 

- | Viefix you both ( e* amaze al! human cies, ) 

8 A glorious Conſtellation in the skies, 

Pel/as and Vemii do nor take offence, 

For ſhe is a ſuperior Excellence : 

And frown not Fans; I no more will make 

Converſe with Mortals;for thy Quietr's ſake. 

Hadſt thou thus given the Golden Ball; 1 

had Speaks to Paris, 
Made thee Companion unto Geximed. | 

» | Take hands, and dance, whilſt our attentive 

cares 
, | Do guide ourfeet, to Mulick of the ſphears, 
They dance the ſecond Dance, 


C 4 A 
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| A Song. | | Y 


Hymen. Bleſt, and beſt Pair make haſte tobed, 
The Bridedtill owes her Maiden-head, 
Cupid. There you can only find a Balm,: - 
The feſtrmg of my Darts xo calm. ' + 
Venus. And Youch, and Beauty may delight, 
In all Joyes of a Nupcallnighe, . - 
Chorus. There when you ſhall be left alone, 
and Kiſs, 
You need not enyy tothe gods, their 
Bliſs. 


Fupiter. 'Tis time we leave theſe toa new Des 
ht, / 

Fe; therefore Jove himſelf doth bid good 
night. ExeuntyMaskers- 

Baſſanes. Let. us to bed, my Dear : I long co 
- loſe, | 

My ſelf in the Embraces Gentle Ovid 

The bright ({orine, and my felt ſhall owe, 

All power we have to ſerve you to the utmoſt: 

And may. propitious Heaven encline great 
Ceſar, 

To look with gratious eies, on your Misfor- 
runes. 

Ovid. You both vouchſafe too much of honour 
to me, 

If you torgive the rudeneſs of my Muſe, 


Pyron, 


we tweand oh. cn t% td 
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Pyron, I find my ſelf extream'y ill o*th ſoddain 
And muſt not be ſo barbarous r interrupr 
( With any lign of ſickneſs ) the Fehcines 
Of this Bles'd Company: Good night teall. 
Farewell my Lord, The happieſt of mankind: 
Clorina: too goodnight, _———— you moſt un» 
kind. 
KL | Exennt Baſſanes, Ovid,Clori- 
ua, Armelins. 
Merull, Captain | do commit to your Condut 
Madam Cypaſſis, and her pritry daughrer. 
I muſt go help the Groom to bed, and fee ' 
The Bride co taſt her laſf Virginiry-poller. _ | 
Exit Marullus. 
Nacw. Thall be carefull of my charge, Spinella, 
I wy rather have ſpent my cime in bed with 
thee, 
Then|have been ar this Maskque, 
Sp. So had nor ] with you. 
Dacus, | know you jeſt my licle Rogne. 
Cypaſ. Funo was of a demure look, and had a 
grave Behaviour, 
Dacus, Pallas had a ſmare caſt with her eyes. 
I warrant you ſhe beac 
Her'busband, if the were ever Married, . 
_ Venus deed was the hanſomſt of them 
all, 
Dacas, But you are hanſomer then. ſhe my 
pritty Oae, Exenunt, Dac. CyÞ. Spin. 
Phyloc, Tis very late and timeto haſten home, 
How 
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How is it with Noble Lord Pyrontis. 
Py». [ amundon ( my Phlocles ) for ever. 
And have too tamely yielded to this March, 
I ſhould have challenged my friend Baſſanes, 
If he wou!d not. have given up his Iatereſt: 
And ( by has fall ) rays'd up my ſelfſome hope 
Or loſt her bravely wich my life together. -. 
phyl. My Lord for Heavens ſake,caft afide ſych 
Thoughts, 
Ani (ro your Aide) call generons Patience, 
Pyron, The Cowards virtue! O the Multi- 
eude | 
Of thoſe grand joyes Baſſznes is polſeſt of -. 
By this Conjugall knot 1 And oh the Myriads 
Of Miſeries,' my poor life is ro-wade through 
By her ſevere Command! were | the mighty 
Tiberius, and { or'e the canquer'd world ) 
Bore Soveranty,the Empire] fhould fleight, 
And pive't Baſſunes for his Room to night, 
| | Exennt Ambo, 
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Aftus ſecundi, Scena Prima. 


Enter Captain Hannibal, Cacala, -axd 
Caralinda, Floretta. 


\ 


Hani. JF, Rom Oftia, we have had a voyage 
'_ hither, 


So fraught with Scorms, and Tempeſts thac I 


wonder 

The Sea-gods 

Cacala. The Sea-Monſters call them rather, 

Han. Were not all tired with uſing ſo much 
Rage 

On us: And yet you (Beautious Ceralinda) 

Seem'd fearleſs of the Furies of the Qcean. 

Dreadleſs of thunder and lightoingy whil'ſ 
my man 

This Raſcall Cacs/a did nothing but ſbic, | 

And ſpew, and pray ; when there was ſuch a 
Noiſe, 

( Berwixt the Mariners voyces, and the Ele- 
ments, ) 

T0 Neptune could not hear the timorous vil« 
ans, 

Caca, Sir, I did love you well : you have been 
bounrifull 

On all Qccafions to me, I elſe ſhould never 


Hayg. . 
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Have lefe my Native Country pleaſant 7ta!y, 

T* have undergon a voluntary Exile. 

Bur had Il ever dreamt on ſuch a Paſſage, 

Such Thunders, Whirlewinds, and ſuch horri- 
ble Tempeſts, | 

] would have taken leave to ſtay in'R one, 

He. Although Floretta ſomerimes wept for 

ear, 

She did not bau}, and whine like thee, 

Cac. No Matter, 

She do's not know how pretious a Thing life is, 

Flor. Surely 1 do; bur well enough imagin'd, 

That ſuch ungovern'd Qut-cries might diſturb 

The Company, yer not encline the gods, 

The ſooner to deliver us from drowning. 

Caral. Intruth, Cacala, your fear was often 
times 

So full of Noiſe, the Mariners could not hear, 

Their own voyces toattend their Neceſſaries: 

Bur, you perhaps are valianter at Land, 

Han. He's every where a Coward Caralinda. 

rs I would confute you ( Sir, ) withall my 
ieart, 

If you, and Miftriſs Floretta would conſent 
to't : 0 

Werel in bed with her, Ideprove my ſelf, 

As valiant as the proudeſt Captain living. 

Han. How now you, ſaucy Rogue, 

Flor, He talk es moſt wicked]y, 

Cac, I had rather do. 


T raged of -O V ID. 29 


Flor. You muſt go look a Matethen, 

Caral. Where do you mean to to ]yein Tomos, 
Captain ?,. > | 

Good Lodgings, here, I think are ſomewhat 

. .IAre. gd 

Han. As ſoon as we came to town I diſpach'd 
Cacala, | EE 

T* enquire out one Madam {(ypaſſss, A Gentle» 
Woman, ':,4..: 

Of my Acquaintance in my very youth, ſhe was 

A (ervant,once unto the Princeſs Julia. 

Caral. You rather ſhould ſay, T* Ovid's fam'd 

. Corznue- $ 

Han. By your fair leave, I know I ſpeak a 
Truth, | EO 

And were not 0v;d timerous hee'd confeſs, 

He F«lia veild under Corinua'» Name. 

Cacala hath taker me Lodgings at Cypeſſisy  - 

Where you may. hear of your humble ſervant 
Hannibal, | 

Caral, And do's Floretta.lye there alſo ? 

Han. Yes marry, 

Venns defend elſe. 

Caral. Then you do reſolve. 

(It feems ) to make a weddingon't. 


; Han, By no means, Madam, Neither pritty 


Floretta, Day 
Nor 7, are yet ſuch fools, co. flight our Liber= 
ties, NT” 
Whilſt we like one another wee'l keep together, 
. | \nd 
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And when'we grow « weary we may part. 

The world hath other men and women enow. / 

And we are both of us yet ignorant, 

How ſoon we may affett variety, 

Care. Bur, fear you not the gods? Are they 
well plead, 

Think you,with ſuch a life? 

Cacala. My Captain never 

Fear'd any bing. And for Miftriſs Fhiverts. 

Whar Man could doro her, ſhenever dreaded: 

Rurbow' her Courage farids cowards the gods, 

I cannot fay. —_- 

Flor. You ſay too mich, Carala: And muſt 

© -Farn manners, 

Or | muft pray the Captain to beſtow 

A CudygelFon you. ' 

Cacalg. Snre his vaJour ſcorns 

Such mean employment: He 'diſcainsro tonch 

A weaponthat's beneath a fword, or ponyard. 

My noble Captain-eyer was accuſtoni'd, 

To give me leave to jeſt. 

Han, Bur you muſt know, 

Your diftance to Floretta, 

Cace. I know it biit too well; 

And alwaies am-more diſtanc then 1 would be; 

Coral, Bur, Captain 1de 'adviſe you borh to 
_marrys 

tes « life chat is: more honorable. 

Cacala, You are deceived, ( Madam Care- 
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Our..Zomeu Captains think there: is more ho< 
nour .  , 

In keeping wenches, then.ia Marriage. 

Han. Queupon Wedlock: I had rather hear 

Alarums at Midnight then che Multicyde 

To.baul Thalaſſio, ata Nuptials. 

Caral, Y*'are a mad Captain, Hennibal. 

Hann.. I acknowledg ic. | 

And nere had elſe. been banniſhe into Pox- 
Tis. 12355 6-1 

But where abouts in this town ( Carelizds) 

Do you intend to make abode. 

Caral. At Publizs Ovidius Naſo's: 

I writ to him from Kome, t' entreat that Cours 
teſy, - like 6 6414 r pd 
And 4 cecurn'd me thithee word ( by Let- 

ter | | 
I ſhould be welcom; LE have ſent my ſervants 
Thicher'to; prepare for.me, and to. beg 
His company here, that hemay- be my Guido. 
Unto his houſe. | 
Han. Were Ovid in-his Youth 357! 
He would be gd of ſuch @ Purchaſe (Lady.) 
Y' are of a tempcing Beauty, He bad fam'd 
you _ We SUS, 02 
Equall unto his ſo renownd* Cornnie, 
Had he' been then acquainted with your Ex- 
cellengies.. 
Caral, You ſhame me Captain Hantibel. I am 
Socaonſcious.of mp. own deformities; 
Thar 
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That I ſhall ( all I may.) (bun publick,view:: (/ 
Befides | know the Noble Poec hath , -- 
Subdued his Paſſions, and is now become, 
Asrigid'mn his behaviour, as the gravelt - WH 
Ofall the ancient Philoſophers. 12614] 
CO Theſe women ſuch Diſcourſe affe&ty T 
as if - ;1E J 
They were pure Veſta- Nuns. But they that do 1} C 
Gave credic to them, 'are of a Belief .- L 


Thar is not in my Creed, h I 
Cara}. You muſt have leave '' fl : 
To talk : know likewiſe Captain! + '+ RCs 


Enjoy'd the generous Qvid his prime youths + 

And Flouriſhed again in-his own honte, -1NC 

( Adjoyning unto our triumphant Capitol) | A 
1-ſhould chooſe to live wich him; -} do prize 

him A 

1 'WA 

H 


A$the ſupreme wit of the Empire: 

Whoſe Conyerſarion ever was admired. 

Befides,] dare preſumeion my own Temper, 

I fear not the Temptations of alt man- kind; ' -/ 

And ſuch Averſnels have to all chacSex; r 

That here (in prefeace of the Immortall:gads)! 

I vow (inthatkind)never man ſhall couch me: 

Cacals, For all your Confidence in your own 

Chaſtity, | 

(I.ſpeak it- with a reverence to your merit. ) 

Beware of the old Game, and of the confe- 
_ quence;,} {OL bs | 

Known commonly by the name, of Rm 
T5 Garat; 
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Caral, My Life (through all my Adons ) ſhall 


vindicate 
My Kepurtation ſpotleſs. 
Han. Your Beauties, and unequald Qualities 
are 
Too potent charms for frail mankind to know, 
}E And nor be conquer'd, by ſo many wonders, 
\tECaca. Beſides her Cloathes would ſer. ones 
* teeth on edge. 
Flor. On Shipbord ſhe went in an homelier 
1] habit. ; 
'{ECaral. The meaneſt Tloathes will ſerve at Sea 
for women-: | 
Captains in Tyrian-dy*d Habiliments. 
And with their divers-coloured Plumes ſhould 
flouriſh, | 
At all cimes in all Places to beger 
| YAwe, _ ReſpeR,from thoſe they do converſe 
with. 
Han. Fair Cara/Mda,you ſpeak Oracles: 
The Hearts of all the Getes here, mult do Hos» 
mage 
Toyour unparallel'd PerfeCtions; 
They will not only own you for moſt beauti- 


zu, 
Butthe chief femal Gallant of the Province. 


(7 


_- m_—_— gd. 


D 


Eater 
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Enter Ovid. 


Caral, Your Prayſes ſo tranſcend, they make 
me blaſh, 

Ovid. Welcome my ſweeteſt Coſen Caralinda. 

May all the gods of Seas and winds be prays'd, 

For your Arrivall in this Country ſafely. 

Caral. Thanks, generous O44, rejoy ce to ſee 

The wonder of the Roman Empire living. 

Ovid, Oh ſpare to overvyalue ſo your ſervant, 

A ſerious Adorer of your virtues: 

Admire only you have found me breathing, 

After ſo many years here in Exilement. 

Han. Madam, becauſe we ſee you in that Com-ſ | 
pany 

We know you have an honor for, and wholj 
will | | 

Conduct you to your Lodgings, we will preſs | 

No further on your Privacies; But take 

Our leave for this Time. May both gods, and 
men [ 

Bear Hatred to Tiberius, untill [he ( 

Repeal thegentle Ovid. When we next ' 

Do meet, we will converſe at large, May Fore { 

7#n0, Pallx, and the whole Court of Deities, 

Beevermore auſpicious to you both. Þ 

Caral. Alſo to me, Maſter; and to Floretta: I, 

Whatere we do, I'de have the gods be merciful 


Exeunt, Han, Flor. Cay F 
Card 


id. 
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Caral. I need not hope I ſþall be ſafe, but be 

ſecure I ſhall be fo, while I continue in 

Your houſe. 

Ovid. You ( Madam ) to your ſelf ſhall pro- 
miſe 

All privacy you can defire: you are 

As ſecret as you were not in the world, 

Alchough your Native City you inhabite, 

Your name ſhall not eſcape my lips. But why 
if without an offence I may demand it) 

Aﬀe& you ſuch concealment, now eſpecially 

When all your friends would be fo pruud to 
ſee you, 

And in this time of publick joy ? 

Caral. Hereafter, 

Ar better leaſure ie acquaint you with 

My very ſoul, in all Particulars, 

Ovid. 1 will await your time. But when. you 
left, 

The world's great Head, happy and flouriſhing 
Rome, 

How was Tiberins mov*d by the Intre aties 

Of my dear wite, and ſome few reall friends, 

That my Repeal (ollicited ? 

Caral, Your virtuous wife and many conſtanc 

friends, 
Have not evaded any opportunity 
In your behalf. And ( though they have nor 
et, | 
Efte&ed their defires in thar Concern) 
D 2 They 
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They do not diſpaire of proſperous ſucceſs 

Ovid. I have two powerfull - nemies I believe, 

And ſuch who biock up ( with cheic imputa- 
tions ) 

All waies of Mercy. And yer they are men, 

I] cannot accuſe my ſelf for ever injuring, 

Caral. You alwaies was too noble to do wrongs, 

Ovid. Even he that hath that cruelty of 
heart, 

To tempt the wife of a poor baniſht- Man, ; 

( Amidſt her fighs and tears for my misfor- | 


tunes ) ( 
Makes uſe of all the mighty Intereſt 
He hath with Ceſar, till co fix me here, 
Pardon my pallion, ye Juſt gods, if I } 
Do wiſh one day you will requite the Miſ- |} 
chiefs . ( 
Of Cornificius, N 
Caral. Your wife could make good Mirth with Þ | 
his AﬀeCtion, | 
Were not her heart ſo ſad for yourlong Ba-|} | 
niſhmenc. ec 
Ovid. Some of my Griefes I have flung on him} x, 
under | 8 
The counterfeit Name of 1b's. 0 


Caral. Thoſe Curſes he richly deſerves. Our 
facred 
Empreſs the ſweet condition'd Falia, 
Hach from the Iſland Trimerus, (where ſhe | 
Hath 11y'd confin'd about theſe twenty years) | 
| Writh : 


's 


Iſ 
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| Writ to him ofc in your Behalf. But ſhe 


(Although ſhe brought to him the world in 
Dowry ) 

Could not prevaile. 

Ovid. Se grac'd too mnch an Exile, 

Caral, Bur had much reaſon to ſolicite through» 
ly, 

She being believ'd to be the fair Corinne, 


* Whom in your Poems you have celebrated. 
! Ov:d. I] pray you think not ſo: you wrong her 


virtues, 


} Of which I only was a true Adorer. 


Cara, Though you deny it ne're ſo much, a 
Many, 

And of the nobler fort, believe it otherwiſe 

Droop not beft Poet; but Courage. 

Ovid. Alas. 

My hopes ſunk with Aygaſizs to the Grave, 


And here my aged bones mult find an Urne, 


Will yon not ſee the Bridall houſe, although 
In this diſguiſe, and ſure ro be unknown ? 


} Cara, | all choſe Inclinations mult ſuppreſs : 
! Itis the will of Heaven, and not mine own, 


Tis time we walk. 
Ovid, I'm ready to attend you, Exeunt, 


D 3 
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Scena ſecunda. 
Enter Pyrontus ſous. 


Pyron. This (weet and ſolitary Grove (ads- | 


joyning | 
1o our Citie's walls, ) I have made Choice to | 
vent : 
My ſorrows in : This Place that many times | 
Clorina's {ſmiling eies have graced more, 


Then Phzbus with his beams could ever do. 
Happy you Trees, whoſe roots received vigour 
From the life=giving virtue of her looks: 
And you ſweer Birds that chooſe this ſhady 
place, | 
To warble forth your various notes were bleſt, 
Tolearn new Aires from bright C/orina?s voice: | 
And all thoſe Beaſts are forcunate,that here | 


ſprings; 

The waters and the graſs receiving virtue | 
( From her rich preſence ) towards their eaſe, | 
__ and nouriſhmenc 

Even all ch* Inhabitants of Tomes chooſe 

This place to recreate their minds withall : | 
Pan, Faunus, Satyres, and the Dryades L 
Have not afforded me ſo good ſucceſs. 
\Whereforeafas! thus do I vainly taxe 


Enjoy the cooll ſhades, and the Cryltall | 
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| The rurall gods? Clorina is my foe, 
| Elſe I had been as happy as Baſſanes; 


Who is the moſt bleſt man of all the Empire, 


| And thatunparallel'd Beauty doth enjoy, 


Whoſe Loſs | muſt perpetually lament; 
Whoſe Loſs muſt fit ſo neer unto my Soul, 
The world will want a Cure tomake me 
whole. 


Enter Cypalſlis, 
Cypaſ. Thanks to theſe Trees auſpictous ſhades, 


whereby 
I, undiſcover'd, have been made partaker 
Of Lord Pyroxtus Love unto the Bride, 
I will obſerve'( with all the curious ſearch 
I may) what progreſs he intends to make, 
And hope I ſhall raiſe motives to withdraw 
Baſſanes from the dotage on his wife, 
And fix his heart again upon Spinella. 


Enter Pyrontus, and Philocles. 


Philo. I have been ſearching for you long 
Cypaſ. Tis beſt I do retire, where unperceiy'd 
I cheir diſcourſe may over hear, 

Philo. You ſhould nor 

Give ſuch a Liberty to your Melancholy, 
Nor take delight in ſolitary walks. 

My Lord Pyrontws in FR early youth, 


4 You 
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You was inſtru&ed ( by the ableſt Maſters 
That famous Athens, or triumphant Rome 
Could glory 1n) in all the Principles 
Of grave Philoſophy: refle&t upon them 
And raiſe your tclf chence ſtrength to conquer 

_ theſe 
Unruly paſſions. 

Pyron, My dear Philocles, 

1 is very ealy for a man togive 

That counſeil co his Friend , he could not fol- 
low 

Himſelf, were he in his condition ] 

I wanta power to perform'c, The world 

Cannot afford me means : ] muſt enjoy 

Clorina, or | utterly am loft. | | 

And therefore (though' Baſſanes is my Friend,} | - 

My Amity cannot enjoyn me ſilence 

I muſt purſue my ſuit, and will, 

Philo. Take heed : 

You then will run a courſe againſt all Virtue, 

Offend the ſacred Deities, whom we 

Are bound by ſtriteft Obligations, .. 

Toobſerve in all they have commanded us. 

Pyron. Bur they are merciful}; and will for-| 

ive 

Pbiloc. But tis znglorions to commit a Crime 

Our of pre{11mption of a pardon; and | 

Your breach of friend-ſhip, all mankind will F | 
cenſure | 

An A& degenerating from true Nobility. 

Pyro 


} 


 Abugdthy Reaſon with this mighty Dotage ! 
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| Pyrone Theſe Moralls ( Phzlocles) are caſt away 
{ On me,who am fo overwhelm'd in Love, 
{ Thave not Reaſon left coprafiſe them. 


Phi/o. But you will have ſufficient if you would 

Take up a Reſolution to withſtand 

This dangerous paſſion, | 

Pyron, Tis in vain to preach 

Theſe things to me: I muſt enjoy Cloring, 

Or leave you friend for ever,I ſhall dye. 

Philoc. How this untoward Love deſtroyes 

your ſenſe! 

Pyron. There is not Oratory enough on earth, 

To win me from the Purſuic of my love, 

One way or other I muſt get Cl/orina: 

And to invent a Meansto compals her, 

Shall be my only ſtudy; And if | prove . 

So fortunate as to accompliſh that, 

I ſhall account my ſelf a Favorite, 

The moſt eſteemed of by the Gods, 

Philo. Fiends rather. 

Pyron, Then I ſhall find there isa Fate attends 

On Loyers; Harſh Beginnings, bappy Ends, 
Exit Pyroutus. 

Philo, | will not give him over thus, bur fol- 

low him.  -. 

And though I have ſmall Hopes I ſha!l prevaile 

Yerl (in Friend(hip) am obliged to do 

"My beſt co ſtop him in this vitious Courſe. 

O brave Pyroutus! How hach impious Love 


He 
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He that hath been the Glory of this Province, 
Will make himſelf, this way , the ſhame and 
ſcandall, Exit Philocles, 


Cypaſlis diſcloſeth ber ſelf. 


{ypaſſis. 1s he ſo hotly fer that none befade, 

The Bride can ſarisfy his luzurie ! 

This ſhall Bſſanes know. Now wijl I work 

With all the creacherous Art ]'m Miftris of, 

To raiſea Diſcord in their Marriage, ſhe | 

Is made of Fleſh and blood and may prove falſe. 

Pyrontus is reſolved to Court her ſtrongly; 

A Gallant Gentleman, hanſome as any, 

Perfe& in amorous Complements no doubt, 

I wonder how he mitt her, if he ever i. « 

Made it his buſineſs to obtain her favour, | 

] wiſh him good Succeſs May this Clorina 

Fall into his Embtaces: Then my Girle | 

Spinella it is likely may ariſe ; 

Into her formet Favour with Baſſaxes. | 

Hee's rich, and bountifull; And ſuchare wel- | 
come "0 

Unto young Women}; who will looſe no time, 

And love to livein Flouriſh of the faſhion, 


at rod ws ey 14 A QI weTz=”=sz 


Enter Baſlanes, 

. \ 4 
Baſſanes, flike this Marriage well, For now I | 
lead ; 
My | 


e, 
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My Life in favour of our beſt of gods. 

] have liv'd looſely long enough, and paid 

My ſervices to Venus, and wild Priapus, 

Funo will now befriend me, ſure, and Hymer 

Rain bleſſings on my head, and Family. 

Cypaſſis. Good day, my Lord Baſſanes! what 
alone ? 

Can you ſo ſoon deprive your ſelf of the 

Fair Sun»ſhine of your bright (lorina's eres? 

Find in your heart to be out of her Company? 


43 


| Baſſanes. I muſt not be a ſhadow to my wife, 


Nor ſhe to me : we muſt not evermore 

Follow each other; ſo our Loves might prove 
Troubleſome to our ſelves. But ſay, Cypaſſis; 
What buſineſs brought you hither? I&c for 
e health's ſake 

That you are come to walk, and cake the Aire: 
Or out of hope to meet me here, totell me? 
Fiftitious ſtories of Spizella's Luve 

To me? I 

Cypaſſis, T had not any ſuch intention : 
AﬀeCGtian to the Groves, and a dehre 

To exerciſe my ſelfa whi'ein walking, 

Did bring me hither, ButT've loſt my labour, 
And ( as you came )) w4s a r#urning home. 
Baſſanes. This is a Riddle, Who could hinder 
You from walking ? 

Cypaſis. My own Curioſity, . 

1 have been liſtning to the ſaddeſt Hheech, 
That ever yet did pals a Lover's lips, 


Baſſanes. 
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Baſſates, Prethec Cypaſſis, Who had the ill For«NCy 


cnne, PL 
To vent his Sorrows in thy hearing? 
(ypaſſis. A friend Is 
Of yours: Buc tis no matter who, you are Cy 
In a Condition of ſuch Happineſs B, 
That ic wauld bean [nciviliry in me, C: 


To cauſe the leaſt ſad choughts in you, Con» 
tinue N 
In mirth, and Jollicy; And ſo, Farewell. C 
Baſſ:nes, 1 pray thee ftay a while, | muſt con- | '5 
feſs [> 
I have a Curioſity to know, C 
Who this is that you call a Friend of mine, F 
Who can be ſad no'y | am grown lo happy. Z 
(yp? is. My Lord Baſſaxes! I muſt crave you? ( 
__ pardon, ] 
Secrets of Love you knayy ſhould be conceal'd, | | 
Boſſ«nes. T amno Common Prar};er. | 
Cyp:ſſi;. For old Acquaincance ſake I cannot |} 
chooſe, E 
But tell you any thing you {hall requeſt. S 
Baſſmes, I thank you. How doth fair Spine/la?T | 
Should have enquired ſooner of her health, 
Burt your diſcourſe drew me aſide from it. 
Cypaſſis. Oh! how youflatter me, T eaſily can 
Believe you have forgotten her for ever. | 
Baſſ:nes. You wrong our Friendſhip: Happi» | 
neſsT wiſh her, 
As much as you and ſhe can both deſire, 


Cypaſſis. 
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orsICypaſſis. le tell her ſo, and ſo again Farewell. 
Jeſſe > 
Baſſanes. N ay tell me(ere you g0) what Friend 
of mine | 
Is grown ſo Amorous, and ſo paſſionate. 
Cypeſſis. Since you will have me, think, 
Baſſanes, I cannot guels, 
Cypaſſis. It is Pyrontus. 
n-f Baſs. It may be ſo, yet he 
Never reveal'd to me he was mn love. 
Cypaſſis. Ar that | make no wonder. 
n- | Baſſe. Whom ſhould he 
Be ſo enamour*d of ? 
Cypaſſis. Clorina*s eyes 
Have Beams enough a Province to enflame. 
Baſſanes, My wife ! 
2 | Cypaſſis. The very ſame. 
Baſſanes. He ſtrely then will flifle 
. & His paſſion generouſly, and not attempt 
| The wife of his approved Friend, 
t & Cypaſfis. You gueſs amifs. Heis refolwd totry 
{ Hertothe urmoſt. He's a proper Gentleman, 
| And(lI believe) hath a prevailing language: 
| = You may becivill co him, and be wary. 
Baſſanes. Tr isroo likely. On our Marriage-nighr 
Helſo abruptly did depart, he gave us 
\ | Notleaſure enough to rake our leaves; A figne 
# Hewanted patience to look on my Joyes. 
| Cypaf, Ichought he lomwhat ſuddainly was gon; 
Buc Love's a paſſion not to be commanded, 
Baſſanes. What was'c he in your hearing (aid? 


Cypaſſis: Alas! Enough: 


- 
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Enough : Too much, He doth deſerve-onr 


'PIET 9 
Phil. did ſurpriſe him, and did uſe 
His beſt Perſwaftons to divert him from 
So vain, and dangerous an Aﬀettion. 
Baſſanes. Come to particulars, my good Cy. 
aſſis, 
FE 9 not from me any thing, The gods 
Did guide you hicher t over-hear him, Why 
Stand you in ſuch ſuſpence ? 
Cypaſſis. Take heed, my Lord Baſſanes | Oh) 
beware 
Of Jealouſy, Tis an accurſed Fiend, 
Thar otherwiſe your Quiet will moleſt, 
Involve you in a Perperuity 
Of hideous Chimera's. Fair Clorina 
Is innocent, and of a ſpotleſs virtue, 
She is not acceffary to his fault ; 
If to be beautiful] be not a Crime. 
Baſſanes. I am not jealous ; neither will be 
ever: 
Opeſſs. A Reſolution worthy your great 
mind, 
And worchy the ReſpeCts you ought to owe, 
And pay,nncoche virtues of pour Lady, 
Baſſanes. | know her excellent body is enrichet 
With ſo ſublime a ſpiric, and ſo pure, 


| Thar Vice dares not approach her thoughts, 


Be free 
Therefore, and tell me all thou know'R. 


Cypaſſts, 


PE = kd %. *._.7 ws ad {4 A. 
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Cypaſſis. You may command me; And I will 


conceal 
Nothing from you, 
Baſſanes, Good old Cypaſſis | thanks. | 
Exeunt Ambo, 


Scena Tert4. 
Enter Pyrontus, and Clorina. 


Clorine. For ſhame ( Pyrontus)) ceale to pro- 
ſecute 

A ſuit fo much beneath your Honour, and 

So prejudiciall tro my Reputation: 

I muſt not hear you, 

Pyron. What a miſery, 

To be condemn'd to an eternall Penury, 

And beforbidden to complain ! Fair, cruell 

Clorina, donot (fo inſult. Although 

I am moſt wretched , it's in your power to 
make me 

Happy, when you ſhall pleaſe to be but kind, 


Clorimz. I ain not of a ſalvage nature , uci« 


ther 
Ever rejoyc'd at any bodie's Grief, 
I with you all content, and ever did 
A wife ſuperiour unto me in all things, 
Sink-not beneath this paſſion of your Love. 
You under> yalued eyermore your merits, 
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To think of me in that way. 

Pyron. You abuſe 1 F 

The trueſt atte&ion amorous heart did ever 

Pay to his Miftriſs, if you think I can 

Efface your {magein my ſoul. The Centre 

Of this vaſt Globe we breathe on, is not faſter. 

Fix*d then your Beauties here : Here in my 
Boſlome | 3 

They fic criumphant, AZtaz in its torgey-En- | . 
trals | 

Doth nouriſh lefler Flames, then burn me | | 
daily; | 

And yet you haveno pitty for my ſufferings. 

Clorine. Alas! what, would you have me make || . 
my ſelf \| 

A Beaſt, of ſuch an horrid name I tremble. ' oF 

Bur to chink of ic? All the gods forbid, ( 

Would- you have her, whom you have caft a- 
wa 

noe Linn on , become an whore? My || / 
heart , 

Trembles to think upon'c. And the ſwift 

( 


Lightning 

Of Bluſhes flies into my Cheeks. Me thinks 

My tongue doth burn like fire within my 
Mouth, 

Since it did mention ſo abhord a name. 

Pyront. Will you then never think me worth 
your mercy ? 

Shall the vain terrours of an empty name, 

Condemn 


T 


, 
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Condemn me to a languiſhing life forever. 


' Clorina, You gods are Witneſſes, that know 


my thonghts, 
I would not,by the wrack of Chaſtity, 
And proving to my marriage falſe, redeem 
My -felf from che moſt cruell death that Ty- 
rant 


| Didever inverit for his moſt hated enemy. 


Pyron. More mercileſs then worſt of all thoſe 
Tyrants ! 

Can you refuſe a Courteſy to me, 

Which my aſſiduous ſevices may plead for? 

And ſuch an one, as can be never known, 

Neither impoveriſh youin the leaſt degree? 


\ Refle& upon my miſery, (weet Clorine, 


And imitate the gods in Mercy. 

Clorina, Rather the Fiends, if I ſhould be ſo 
wicked. 

The Lord Pyroutzs ( whom I heretofore 

Did look upon as a moſt noble Perſon, | 

Accompliſh'd with the virtues ) hath declar*d 

Or Counterfeirced himſelf an Atheift,to 

Allure C/oriaa from her Purity, | 

The godsſee every thing. Nature, nor Art, 


'Can any thing conceal from them. Thoughts 


which 
Did never take the airein words, to them 
Diſcover*d lye: And is it not far worſe, 
To have the gods to ſee our Crimes chett men? 
Could Iprove guilry = ſo foul afaulr, 
I 
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I ſhould impoveriſh my ſelf ro nothing; 
A Bankrupc be in honor; which who wants 
Is a comp2nion fit for ſuch wild people; 
As never heard the name of virtue. Riches 
Are Fortune*s Trifles, neither alcogether 
To be deſpis*d, or doted ons but well us'd, 
Poor Virtue is moſt rich, Virtue it ſelf 
Was ( by the Ancients) held the greateſt 
wealth, 
Pyron. In your Diſcourſe you are too much a 
Stoick: ; 
Young Ladies hearts ſhould not fo utterly 
Be void of all Compaſſion, 
Clorina. I mult leave you, 
Pzron. Nor wichoue hope of Comfort, I be- 
ſeech you, 
Let me bur traſt of thoſe'ſweet Delicacies. 
You cloy Bſſanes with, if it be poſſible | 
He can be ſariaced with ſuch delights, | 
Clorina. | trelpals on my modelty to hear you, 
Exit. Þ ( 
pyroz. In a condition ſhe ſo ſad hath left me, 
oy is become an Exile from my hearc, ] 
To love and not be lov'd, is ſuch a Curſe 
Fove ( on his Foes) cannot infli& a worſe. 
Exit, | | 
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AFus Tertii, ScenaPrima. 


Enter, Ovid, . aud Caralinda. 


Ovid. Traſullus is a great Afſtrologer, 
t | Inch Machematicks skilfull t& perfeCtion: 

For his profounder knowledg, the Chalds- 
a ans 

Subnuit all to him, 

Caral. Therefore | have reaſon, - 

More {triftly to obſerve th* advice he gaye 

me; 

- | And waic forthe Accompliſhment of the For- 

rune, © 

Which he foretold me. 

Ovid, Bur fair,Caralinda ! 

I would not have you. either be too ſerupn- 
L lous, 
, | Or negligent, Theskill which they pretend 

tO 

Hath but foundacion upon Probabilities : 

The glorious Planets may incline, but force 
-M nor, 
We havea Lyberty within our ſelves: 
Our wiils are free, not flaves unco-the Scars. 
Caral. Though I believe you; 1 am ſo ſuper= 


” ftittous 
] ſhall expe& the Accompliſhmenc of his Pro- 
pheſy, E 2 Fuither 


WW, 
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Further Diſcourſe of it I ſhall forbear now, 

And choofe a worthier ſubje& for our talke. 

_ me ( dear Ovid) therefore how the 

air | 

Bride's fairer (ſiſter doth enjoy her health £ 

I left her ( when I went to Travail ) like 

Illuftrious Phoebus riſing in the ſpring, 

Without a Cloud about his Temples, promi- 
ſing 

A bright day to the world, I leftherin , 

Her early youth, but with ſo growing a Beau- 
ty, | 

Thar ſurely now tis able to work wonders, 

Ovid, Indeed ſhe is a Miracle of Perfe&ion; 

Nature hath prodigally beſtow*d upon her 

All her rich gifts : ſhes (o fine a Virgin, 

That I ſhould wrongs her to deſcribe her Far- 
ther, - 

Health dares not be (o rude as to forſake her, 

Nor ſickneſs ſo uncivill co approach her. 

Caral. You have deliver'd her tomy Amaze- 

ment: 

But 1 did alwaies look that ſhe would prove, 

The Glory of this Province for her Beauty, 

Ovid. But Armelina hath befxdes a Soul, 

Repleniſh'd ſo with goodneſs, ar all virtue, 

Thar were it lodg'd in any other body, 

It would be lock'd up in a Cabinet, 

Too mean for ſuch a precious Jewel, 

Caral, Ovid! 


She 
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She is oblig*d to you for the rich Chara&er 

You have beſtow*d upon her. 

Ovid. You miſtake me, 

I cannot ſpeak hertoher merit, You 

Will think ( when you ſhall ſee her ) I have 
Injur'd her; _ | 

Her Merits do ſo much exceed all Language. 

(aral, Wetwmo have from our Childhood had 
a Friendſhip, 

And ſhe will grace me to continue it; 

Tf fhe be (uch an one, as you have ſpoke her. 

Ovid. Ah! Caralinda [ am grown too old,- 

To bea Flatterer. 
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Enter Armelina: 


Here ſhe comes; and i 

Appeal to your own eyes, to be my witnefs. 

You grace me ( Arm:line ) by this vilit. 

You ſeema Deity; And bring a Comfort 

To any Place you honor with your Preſence, 

Armelins., Duty obliges me to wait upon 

A Perſon ſo Renowned as is Ovid, 

One baniſh'd from his Friends , and native 
Country 

AnJ (inhis Age) confin*d to our poor City. 

Ovid. You have a Charity equall to your Beau- 


We 
This Lady is my Coſen born at Sulms; | 
ſi E 3 The 
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The Place of my Nativity , you wilt honor 
me 
To favour her with your Acquaintance, and 
(As you hereafter ſhall approve of her) 
With your fair Friendthip roo, 
Armelina. The <cenerous Ovid, 
New Obligations laye- upon me daily. 
Ovid, My Kiniwoman 1s your ſervant, Cara- 
linda ! 
This Lady is the excellent Armelina 
We were diſcourſing of, and I commending 
( For who do's otherwiſe thar ſpcaks of her, 
Doth fin againſt the greatett T ruth on earth ) 
As ſhe came in. 
Armelina, Madam! I kiſs your hand; And am 
ambitions 
Of your acquaintance, and Aﬀe&tion. 
 Sotxcelient a Kinſ{woman of Ovids 
Maitfind my beft R eſpeCts, and crueft Love, 
Caralina. Admirable Armelma ! you areof 
A Goodneſs fo immenſe, that you may caſt 
Away of ic on others an abundance, 
 Andnotimpoverith yourſelf ar all. 
Armeling. 1 with 
 Pontus had any Perſon in it worthy 
To bea Suitor to you for your love; 
That here you mighr be married, and fix. 
We would not looſe ſuch Graces you are Mi- 
{tris of 

Now we have (cen you once, Ovid me thinks 

| Should 


Jy 
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Should joy to have ſo great a Comfort near 


him, 

And ſetled paſt the fear of Removall. 

Caralina, Madam ! my ſtay may prove much 
longer then | 

You do imagine. But let my occaſions 

Prove how. they can ( you with your Curteſy, 

Have won fo on me ) that without your leave 

Ple not return, 

Armelina. You are too gracious, and haye {o 
engag*d me, 

I know not what to ſpeak or thiak. 

Ovid. You ſaw, 

I will believe (in Rome) one Phevianus. 

A Gentleman of this Country, and this City. _ 

Caralina. I (aw him ofc, and know hinr very | 
well, 

For he was pleav'd t afford his friendſhip to 
me. 

Ovid, When thinks he of returning? He ſtayes 
long, 

Armelina, I can imagine he is fo diſcreet, 

That he had rather live in che Mecropolis 

Ofali che world, then in a (olicude 

Retir'd (ina manner ) from the world, 

Upon the Confines of the Empire here: 

And to that purpoſe he hath mighty reaſon 

To-chooſe himſelf ( among the Roman Ladies) 

A wife whoſe matchleſs Beauty ſhall have 


power, 
E 4 To 
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To h% him there for ever. 

Caral, By your fair leave, 

Dear Armelina, I with confidence 

Dare lay he ſhortly will be here. 

Arnſel, Why pray you? 

(Can he eſcape the Romax killing Beauties, 

And (hght fo much his own full happineſs, 

fs torewrn a Batcheler to Tomos, 

And here take up with an inferiour woman 

To be his wite. He hath coo much diſcretion, 

To be found guiity of ſo great a weaknels. 

Caral. You are a ſtranger itſeems to his affe- 

C&ion: 

For he hath lefc his heart here, Divers times 

He hath told me, he hath ſuch a Miſtris here, 

That Rome, and all the World, doth want her 

equall : . 

Thar there is neither Ceſar, King,or Tetrarch, 

_ But would eleCt her rather for his wife, 

[Then be an Emperour of the Univerſe, 

And have all Mankind Loyall Subjc&s to him. 

.Ovid, Who ſhould that Beauty hr ? 

Armel. This Province,ſure, 

Hath none of fo ſupream an Excellency, 

As he to you hath intimaced, Poers 

Report thar Love is blind: And if he chooſe 

A wife in Puntus ( after he hath ſeen, - 

Thoſe glorious Ladies in Ticerius Court ) 

_ He will too Jate (by his Experience) find 
Tl.at he in his own-Choice was alſo blind. 

| Ovid, 
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Ovid. Do you not know her name he fo af- 

feCts? 

Armel. He is an hanſome Gentleman, and if 

He comes not back debauched with the Luxu- 
ries. . 

Of that proud Cicy, nor infeQed with 

The vices oft, He is a Perſonage 

- Of eminent virtues. Such he wene fromus; 

And : ſhall hope he will come back untain- 

ted, 

And be an honour to his native Countey. 

Ovid. Bur ſtill my Curioſity is unſatisfd, 

Whar might her name be, he doth celebrate 

With fuch Encomiums ? 

Cara!, Perhaps it might offend him if I ſhould 

Reveal that ſecrer. 

Ovid. '/Do not think it; I 

Believe ( ifhe were here andT requir'd ir ) 

He it from me would nor conceale: And | 

Dare paſs my word the Lady Armeline - 

Will be as private in*c, as you can wiſh, 

Caral, Madam! I eafily will believe, that 
you 

Care not ata} to hear it. 

Armel, | dare not ( in modeſty ) be fo inqui- 
fitive, 

Ladies would have their Loves conceal'd. 

Ovid. Sweet Coſen ! | 

Dear Caralindz, tell us who it 1s. 

Carat, Sweet Armelina! mult needs obey, 
Tis 
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Tis you that he affefts. 

 Armelina. You jeſt with me, and he abufes 
me, 

To make me the ſubje& of his mirth. 

Caralinas, Pm ſure 
Yon are miftaken much: He hath expreſt 
Too great a Love for you, to be in jeſt. 

Armelina. There may be other women of my 

_ Name, 

For ought I know in Tomos or in Pontus, 

Caralina,' If you {lorina*s Siſter are, tis you. 

Armelina. You matte me bluſh. A better choice 
I with him. 

Caralina, Were all the Beautifull Ladies in the 
world 

Together, 2nd among them, he might {ele& 

Freely which he ſhould pleaſe, I know the ve- 
hemency 

Of his Paſſion ſuch, he would rake you: 

And youarc of an Excellency fo unparallel'd 

That he would wrong his Judgment, if he 
ſhould 

Erreinto any other Choice, 

Armeline. You complement too much : you 

_ Flarter me. 

Ovid, You do anInjury to your mighty mer- 
rits 

Deſerve the Praiſe of a!l the world, 

Armelint. Pray let us 

Diſcourſe of ſomething elſe, 


Ovid, 
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Ovid. Since yau will have it ſo, 
Let us withdraw; And taſte a Glaſl 
Of Cretane wine. WS, 
Caral, Dedicate onechealth _ 
To Phabianns, and his ſpeedy Return, 
Exennt Omwnes. 


les 


Yy AF Tertii, Scena ſecunda. 
Enter Dacus, Cypaſhs, ad Spinella. 


Dacus. Now weare Friends again. 

\« | Cypaſſis. All very good Friends, 

"| Dacvs, Spinells too will ſmile upon me, 
Spinella. Laugh at you alſo, when you de- 


- ſerve it, | 
" | Dacus. My wonderfull old- Mother ! Dear Cy- 
paſss 


You are growen merrierof late, and ict 

res you well ; makes you grow fat, and 
bo! 

The Reli&s of your Beauty up together: 

a | If there be any woman in the world. 

That _ remember the building of the Ca- 

, Pitoll X 

I dare pronounce tis you. I wiſh I had 

But as much mony as you have ſpent in Alma- 
nacks, 

(Reckoning but onefor a year) ſince you could 

make 
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make uſe of them; And 1 


Should-be as rich as a Governor of a Province: 


And have Gold | 
Enough co make daily high Entertainments 


Of the beſt Sweetmeats,and rich Grecian wine 


For you, and my Spize/la, and maintain her 
In clothes beſeeming one of Ceſars Family. . 


Cypaſſis. Well, well Captain Dacus: For all you 


make a jelt at my Age, you wonld 
Be yery glad co live (o long yeur ſelf. 
Spinel. 1 think there is ſmall reaſon to imagine 
He will arrive toſuch an Antiquity. 


_ His Debaucheries will ſhorten his daies. Befides 


He is (o quarrelſom, thar tis a wonder 

That be hath liv'd till now. 

Das. Pritty Spinel/a,you ſteer an other Courſe; 
Are tame enough, as Gentle as a Cad; 

And he that gives you mony cannot Injure you, 


Enter Hannibal, Cacala, ad Floretta. 


Spinella, You prate, you prate. 

Hannibal. Is the meat ready yer. 

Cacala. Whether it be or noz my ſtomack's 
ready for it. 

Cypaſſis. It is; but we muſt ſtay for Lord Buſ- 
ſanes, 

Han. Will he be here, Cypaſſis? 

Cypaſ, Yes, and his friend Maru!/us. 

Han. The more the merrier, my reverent Mo- 
ther. Cacala. 
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Cacala. But the fewer the better Cheare: I ſay: 
Dacns. Fove ſave you, Captain Hannibal, And 


'Venns, 


| Delicate F/oyettag(i mile upon you alwaies, 


Han. Mars ( Captain Dacus) be thy Friend, 
and Victory 


Sit on thy ſwords point, when thou go'ſt to 


'" battail, 


(aca. If Viftory be of any weight , he had 


.berter 

Carry her behind him on horſe-back through 
the Field, 

Floret. You look, Spinella, very well to day, 
areneatly attir'd, 


'You meer with wealthy Servants ; elſe you 


could 

Not go fo richly clad, 

Spine/, You weare as good Cloathes as I; which 
makes me conclude thac 

Captain Hannibal is of a wealthy Fortune. 

Floret, His (word hath been his mony; Tis it 
that hath | 

Purchas'd himan Eftate ſufficient, 

To live in nobler (ſplendour then he doth. 

Bur he's content without the Noiſe of Clyents, 

And a Retinue of many Servants. Cacala 

Serves him for man; And me for Maid. 

Dacus, I wilh Baſſanes would appear. Tis pitty 

Good meat (out of a Complement) ſhould 
be ſpoyl'd 

Spinel, 
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I Spinel/s. He is a Perſon of his word. | 
'' Cypaſſis. And will 
| Be ſuddainly here I dare afſure it, 

Cacala.. Bur how if he comes nat this howet 
yet ? | | 

Cypaſſis. We mult ſtay for him. I 

Cacels. I would then | were a Lord; and thi} H 
better of the two; Thar we tnight go co ourf 5 
meat preſently, and he come at his own leas 
ſure, and fic down accordingly. ( 


Enter Baſlanes, and Marullus, 


y 
Dacus. Long look'd for comes at laſt ! | 
Cypaſſis, My Lord Baſſanes welcome! Friend} # 
_ Marullus ( 
Y*are welcom too. E 
Baſſanes. You ſeeT trouble you Cypaſſis. Why | C 
Secms my Spixe//a diſcontent ? l 
Spinelia. Becauſe 
She is not yours. You have forſaken me F 
I have not ſeen you many a day, { 
Baſſanes, I ſhall 1 
Not hereafter be ſuch a ſtranger to you. . 
Marullus, Theſe wenches ſtrange Temptations F 7 

are. Yetſure | 
Clorina*s Beauties, and the ſacred knor 
Of Hymen will continue him in virtue, 
Baſſanes. Your daughter looks exceeding well, 


Cypaſſis, She's 


Kd a m — 


| She knows not what belongs unto a Fucys: 


ur 
4» 


ad 


hy 


| She's Miſtriſs of a Beauty fo fupream 
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It is above the rage of cime, oftficknels, 
Cypaſſs. Venus be praisd,ſhe needs no Art,and 
never 


Readd Ovids Poem of the skill of Painting, 


Her Face doth ever weare its native Colours. 

Spinel, Mother! the very thoughc of che In 
oredicnts 

Of Paint, would powerfully deterre gze from 


it 
I ſhould be ſick to daub my Face wich Oynt- 
ments | | 
Made of the ſpawne of Snakes, Spiggle of Fews, 
And Mird of Infants. 
Flor. Many a Gentlewoman 
Of good Repure, and excellent Features alſo, 
Have not ſonice a ſtomack. 
Cypaſ. I credit it: 


And have known many ( who uſe Art then 
{elves ) 


Rail at ic with ſo fine an Impudency, 

As if they did intend to win belicte, 

To paint they ſuch Averfion had, as they 

Scorn'd ( with it) to adulferate their Faces; 

_=_ You women no Difſemblers are! He 

' that 

Can live without you is an happy man. 

Caca. In my opinion, you Floretts had 
ter becomemy wife, then thus continue 


A 
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A Concubine to Captain Hanniball. 

Floret. I ſhall inform him of yeur ſaucineſs 

If you defift not from your ſuit. Know Cacalt 

] fcorn to be a wite to thee. 

Caca. No more; 

You have more Cauſe to {corn to be aWhore 
| Aſide; 
Flor. What mutter you ? | 
{aca, No matter of Imporcance. I conceit 
Your cpnverſation with the Captain hath 
Inſpir'd you with valour. 

Flor, Preethee wherefore ? 

Cacs, Becauſe you lead ſuch an Incontinent 
Life; - # 

I chink you do not fear the Gods, 

Flor. Adon; 

Oc1I will make you fear my Hannibal's Anger, 

Cypaſ. Our meat;iſtayes on us. 

Bafſanes. Mother lead the way. 

Give me your hand Spinella, 

Spin. And my heart, 

Dacw. Lftcar Baſſanes will renew his Love. 

Exeunt, 

Conld I win her affection. I would marry her 

And take her to Ke out of his reach, ſhe is 

Cypaſſis only Chile; And they are rich, 
She may turne hone# after ſhe's a wife: 
However Mony makes an happy Life. Exit, 
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. AFas Tertii, Scena Tertia; 


Enter Armelina Sola. 


Armelma. Ovids fair Coſen Caralinda hath 
Inſpir'd a ſpirit of Joy income. Thoſe 
Sweet words ſhe told meof my Phzb/anus, 
Sunk pleaſantly into my heart, and thence 
Diſperſe a Comfort unto all niy Senſes. 
Before he cravail'd, he would ofcen whiſper 
Kind Accents in my ears of his AﬀeCtion. 
But (though I wiſh'd him well) I durſt not 
ive: 
Too eaſy Credit to his amorous tongue, 
Yet from my Childhood [ have had a kind- 
neſ\s SEED, 
For him, as he profes'd he had for me. 
His Conſtancy-my only Comfort is ; 
And I will pay with my AﬀeGton his. 


Scena Duartd. 
Enter Baſſanes, a#d Dacus. 


Baſſaxes. You ſhould not beſo angry. He in- 

_ tended | 

Youno Affront. He had been drinkingere 
F We 
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We came, Youſaw he had as much as he + 

Could beare: Come therefore in again, ſhake 
hands 

And {till continue Friends. 

Dacus. It muſt not be 

Refuſe my Miſtriſs health ! Tr is a Crime, 

Which nothing bur his death ſhall explare. 

His body goes to Atoms for't, and*s Soul 

Whither it pleaſeth ſurly Caro» to Waft it. 

Havel been ever his continuall Friend; 

Weaited on all his worſt Extravagancies 

With my unwearied valour,and my ſword? 

And am I lighted thus ! I will rouſe up 

The dreadfuil Furies from infernall ſhades, 

To ſtigmatize him full of my revenge, 

The laſting Scars of his Ingratitude, 


Enter Marullus, Cypaſſis, Hannibal, 
Cacala, Floretta, Spinella. 


Cypaſſis. Ie have no quarrelling in my houſe 
= ſhall be F york, He Tall drink Spinel- 
la*s health, and have no more. 
Caca. And you can hinder Quarrels in a Bau- 

dy-houſe, you have more power then a Con- 
ſtable. Bur if you force him'to drink her 
health; Ler him haye ſomething more, have 
her too, though ict be but to nights 
Spin, Leave pimping Cacala, 1 havenoneed 
Of your alliftance in this kind, Baſſanes 


And 


(@ 
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Let me entreat that you would reconcile them 

Baſſa. Marnullus ! 1 conjure you by our Friend- 
ſhip: 

And Eeorain Dacus | He ſhall have the Boule. 

pointing to Marullns: 

Mar. You ſhall command me. 

Spin. If you expe&mng favour you muſt leave 

Theſe humours. Are ou Friends ? 

Dacus. 1 muſt obey you, 

Flor. Shake hands, and let us in again, 

Cypaſ. I need not of Clorina*s Health enquire 

She cannot but be well whom you affe&. 

Baſſa» Cypaſſis ! this is pricty Complement, 

_— from fickneſs, and [ will be cares 
fu | 

To keed her clear from any vitious Act. 

Cypaſ, Doubcleſs ſhe's. virtuous: Trouble not 
your head 

With Jealouſy. 

Baſſja. | will be wiſe, old Mother! 

Han, Come Captain. 

We men of Warre are for the Field, and 
there p 

Will be vicorious;' Let the woman here. 


Exeunt, 


F 2 Scena 
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Scena Dninta. 


Exter Clorina above, as 7# her 
Chamber. 


Clorina. 1am lock*d in, and at it am amaz'd; 

Bur will conceale it from my ſervants while 

] any Excuſe can find. It needs muſt be 

My Husband; For he laſt was with me here. 

1 did not hear him doo'c; but ( inall likeli» 
hood ) 

ep he, when's mind did run on ſomething 
elſe. 

I am ſo innocent I ſhould fear nothing, 

And yet (o timerous that ] am in dread, 


Enter Pyrontus, and Philocles . 
below. 


Pyrontw and his Friend are come into 

The Garden: Gracious Heaven divert him 
from | 

The Proſecution of his ſuit tome. 

My troubleſom thoughts have brought a Drou- 
{ine(s 

Upon me. Sleep ſhall entertain my time 


Untill Baſſanes comes, and ope's the door, 
| | 
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I will not force the lock, becauſeT am 
A ſtranger to the reaſon I'm made Priſoner, _ 
Perhaps my Husband knowes ſome Mortall 
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danger 
Deſfign'd againft me, and hath thus ſecur'd me 
Till his recurn. IWithdraws. 


Pyron. My Philocles, by all 

The Circumſtances of our mighty Friend- 
ſhip 

I pray thee vex me with no more Dilſwaſtons, 

] cannot look upon my Paſſion to, 

The fair Clorina as a Crime. If tis 

Offence on her to be enamour*d, ſure 

All mankind that beholds her, mutt be guil= 
ty, 

Philoc, You are ſo obſtinate, my heart foretels 
me 

You will draw Miſchiefs on your head. For 
Heavens (ſake 

Confider on your Friendſhip to Baſſznes, 

Refle& upon the Contumely, you 

Will bring upon you from the Mouthes of 
all 

For your unbridled Appetite to the Wife' 

Of your approved Friend; and for the Breach 

Of Sacred Amity by ſuch a Crime. 

Pjron. Your words you ſcatter in the wind to 
give 

Counſell to me. My Friendſhip muſt ſubmic 

To my more powerfull Love, 


3 Philoc, 
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Philoc. Noble Pyrontus, 
Tis not too late yet to conſult with Reaſon; 
* Pray give me leave to wait upon you home. 
Rouſe your deprefled Vertne up, and ler | 
Time, your own Courage, and the gods Aſſi- 
ſtance, | 
Clear your brave mind, from all theſe vitious 
Flames. 
Pyron. I will not leave the houſe till I have 
ſeen | 
And ſpoken with Clin, 
Philoc. You have heard 


She is retir'd into her C hamber, there _.. | 
Hath lock*d her ſelf up; And you may be- | * 
lieve 
Tis done to ſhun your Courtſhip. Will you 
oe ? 
Pyros. T will not ſtir from hence, till I have 
bleſt + 


My eyes with the moſt glorious Beams of hers. || | 
"Rg I then muſt take my leave,. If I can fj | 
(0) 
No good with my Entreaties to my Friend. | 
The world ſhall not inflik their Curſes on 
me, | 
As if that I conniv'd at his Impieties, 
I pray you come away - 
Pyron. All-powerfull Love, 
Hath charm'd me from obeying your Com || 
mands, | 
Philo. 


IS 
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Philoe, Farewell then; but be wiſe and follow 
me, Exit Philocles. 

Pyro. So lethim go. Tundifturb'd may now 

Enjoy my thoughts, and follow my own Ge- 
Hiuss 

She is not ſick , and yer ſhe keeps her Cham» 
ber; 

And locks her ſelf in, to my greater Preju- 
dice. 

That is the window to't, Oh! For the power 

Of Fove, © fall on her in a golden ſhower, 

Mercury | thanks. The Gardiner hath lefc 

A Ladder here. IVe reare it up and venture 

Thereby to get a ight of her; And (if 

I elſe where muſt not ) there declare my.grief, 

Rears and climbs up the Ladder. 

The window open! every thing foretells 

Happy ſucceſs! ———— the lyes upon her 
Bed! 


Looks like Diane toyld with rurall ſports. 
Fortune hatch thus far favour'd me, and [ 
Will by her Foretop hold, and vencure in, 
Degenerate Minds are known by Fear: And 
Fate 
Makes the auflacious Perſons fortunate, 
She ſleeps! Morpheus his heavy hand hath 
laid, 
On the fair Lids of her bright eyes, Ie kiſs 
Them open, till choſe Suns appear | . 
And ſhall diſperſe thoſe Clouds, 
F 4 Clorina, 
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Clorina, My Lord ! Baſſanes! 

You to Cloring are molt welcom ever, 

Alas! I am deceiv*d: What Spe&re's this 

That haunts me in Pyrontus ſhape ? 

Pyrontus. It is 

No aiery Apparition, but the wretched 

Pyrontus (elf, who hath preſum'd ro'fteal 

Upon your Privacies. 

Clorina. For Heavens ſake go, and never fee 
m2 more. 

Your ſelf you too much trouble, and expoſe 

Me (whether I will or no) to ſo much Ignomi- 
my 

By this Intruſion, that ſhould it be known 

My Reputation would be overthrown. 

For. Heavens ſake, hence immediatly retire 

Wickour a word. | 

P;rou. Have you no pitty yet ? 

Clorina. Have you no Goodneſs ? 0 

No.carez and no ReſpeCt for a poor woman? 

A —— one,and your Friend's Wife? You 
gods 

Deliver me ( in ſafety) from this Monſter. 

Men have exil'd all Piety from their hearts, 

{ muſt not hope for any ſuccour from them. 

Fie, fie Pyrontus ! if you have not made 

A league with hel], and miſchief, vaniſh ftreight, 

And purge your foul Soul by fincere Reepen- 

_ rarice, 

Pyron. Are you of ſo ſupream a Beauty, that 

Ic 
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It were profaneſs to compare you to 
The faireſt of women kind (I think I may 
Say,Verys (e)f doth want of your PerfeQtions? ) 
And can you harbour ſo ſevere a mind, 
Within ſo rich a body? Give a Period 
To your Jong Cruelcy, and mercy ſhew. 
Clorine, You blaſt me with your words, ſtudy 
ny Ruine, 
e | Prron. Deareſt Clorina | Havea Milder thought 
| Of my immenſe affeftion. In body 
(By Nature's liberall hand fram'd to a wonder) 
- | Lodge nota ſoul for ever voide of pitty; 
Slight not my knees thus bow'd to move a ten= 
derneſs, | 
In your'ſo long inexorable heart; 
Nei:her deſpiſe my tears; which thus I powre 
A ſacrifice to your diſdain : No longer 
Attire your heart in Robes of Salvageneſls, 
Arm6ur impenetrably cold, Oh! Mol hify ic 
With the Remembrance of the a{liduous ſer - 
1 Vice 


That I have paid you, upon all Occafions, 


73 


Enter Baſſanes, ad Marullus 
| below. 


«| Baſſz. Marullus 1! 1 have pasd my word to 
make 


This Afcernoona Viſit to Spinella, 


Mar, 
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Your friend Pyrontas ( as [ herd within ) 

Is come to ſee you, and is in the Garden. 

It ſeems he is retir*'d into ſome of 

The ſolitary walkes; being our of {1ght. 

Bafſa. Faithfull Marullus ! ] will not conceal 

A thought from you that doch difturb m 
Breaſt. 

He's to our Fitendſhip falſe, loves my Clorina, 

And ( if he hathnot yet ) intends to tempr 
her 

By his leud Courcſhip to incontinent Life. 

Becauſe today I meant to go unto 

Cypaſſi's houſe, I've lock*d her in her Cham- 
ber 

To prevent him of his wild Aimes. 

Marvllus. 1 think 

I hear his yoice in the next Ally to us 

Baſſas. My wite 1s with him: Her tongue I'm 
well acquainted with, 

Mar. Ir ſeems they are together. 

' Baſſa. Hear ſtands a Ladder at her Chamber 
window) [ 

How came it hither ! Hark —O monſtrous 
villany, 

Heby itis got up into her Chamber: 

T am berraid; Mars//us baſely injur'd. 

_ me noc ( my Friend) in my advers 
ity, 

Remove the Ladder ſafely without noiſe. 

| Watch 


Mar, You will not ſo diſcourteonsbe I know: 
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Watch here Marullus, that he flides not down 
And ſo eſcapes; And this great Trechery, 


( By both of them )) be impudently denied, 

Yo, ſc; tis done without diſcovery, 

Lay ic down there or any where, I now 

Will go and make a Third in her leud Lodg- 
ng. 

Mar. But my beſt Friend ! noble Baſſawes ! let 
not 

A raſh impatience move you to lay, 

Or to aCt any thing unworthy you. 

Baſſa. - You need not fear me. Exit. 

Mar. This is an Accident ſo ftrange, I can» 
nor ' | 

Conſider it without aſtoniſhment, 

If theſe the Fruics of Marriage be: high Hea- 
ven | 

Be prais'd that I have liv'd a Batcheler, 

Boaſt not hence forth you women, of your 
wealths 

Or Beauties: For if you make no better Proof, 


You bring an Hell, in Dowry to your Hus- 
bands, 


Baſlanes zlocks the door above 
and enters there. 


(lorina. My Husband's' come, Oh you have 


ruin'd me, 
Work'd 
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at ic, 
Baſfa, Thou beaſt! unworthy of the name © 
man, 
Much more unworthy of the name of Friend! 
Thy Crime ſo great is, that I need not loſe 
A Minuce in hearing Lies for thy Excuſe. 
Y Kills him, 
Dye; and gorinſh in vain thy ſo polluted 
Soul, in the flaming ſtreams of Phlegeton. 
Pyron. Let my laſt words ( for they are perfed 
trueth) 
Find Credit with yon. Your Clorixa's chaft 
Thereſurprisd her when ſhe was afleepe. 
Baſſa. He's ſunk to Hell, Now my lend Huſwife 
come: | 
Yle find another Room for your diſports, 
Thy unclean Body ſhall no more infe& 
My Nuprtiall Bed. 
(lirina. Prote&, Oh Grations gods ! my In- 
” NOEence. 
Baſſanes. Walk im Marallus, I have ſuffer'd 
wrong: 
And this Adultreſs Juftice ſhall, ere long, 


Exeunt Omnes, 


ATH 


Work'd ſuch a Miſchief that the gods will bluſh ; 


Tragedy of OV 1D- 77 


ATus Quarti, Scena Prima. 


Enter Dacus, and Spinella. 


Dacus, I tell theE ( ſweet Spinel!z ) I adore 
my thee, 
Have for thee a more generous affe&ion, 
Than the greateſt Lord in all this Province 
20 hath, 
Spin. You mean Baſſunes, But, my doughty 
Captain ! 
| He doth expreſs his love in Golden Termes; 
fel Which I more value then a Souldier's Oathes, 
Dacs. He loves you for himſelf, and not for 
you | 
Mine is a virtuous Flame, 
Spin. Your Dotage is, 
1-8 For-gerfull grown of what is paſt, 
Dacus. I fain 
Would marry you 
Spin. Dacu! I amtoo young 
\ | Dacus, Why jeſts my pritty wanton ſs ? 
* | Spin. Old women that love melancholy Lifes, 
Are the fitſt Creatures to make (laviſh wifes. 
Dacus, Have you ſo ſmall Eteem for holy Mar 
riage? 5 
And can you think ic ſuch a Bondage ? 
Spin, Yes, 
Are 
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Are nor ſuch yoak'd together ? And often- 
times ? . 

Draw they not Contrary waies; like Dogs in 
Couples ? 

The tugging at an Oare in any Gally 
Is as much Liberty as ycyr Matrimony. 

Dac. Fiepritty Atheiſt. Such profaneſs quit 

And take an Husband, take thy Captain Da- 
C1S* 

A man whoſe ſword ſhall reap the Parthian 
Fields, 2 

And bring thee in ( by frequent victories ) 

A large Revenew, equall to thy wiſhes. 

Spinel, My glorious talking Captain, I ſhall 
not 

Be won with empty words. 

Dacus Have you no care * 

Of future Bliſs, or Baſe | Or J 

you. Plato, and Virgilhe hath read, I ſmell 

im, 

And Courts me with cheir trim Philoſophy. 

Dacus As you reſolve to live, you do not Mean 

To ſerve the Gods. 

Spinel. There you come ſomthing near me 

But YVerns is a goddeſs, and [ ſhall 

Serve her, But Dacus ! To be plain with you, 

love a Gaudy Charrior, and fine Horſes, 

Servants of all ſorts, tk rich Liveries, 

Delicious Meats, and Wines, coftly Appare'l, 

And Jewels of che higheſt value, I muſt 


A, 1 Am AA 


Out | 


th oY A oy, WH 


hn} <= 


My > py My 


4-= 


TH 


Tragedy of OVID. 79 


Out-glitter all the Femals of the Province, 
Or I ſhall want my will. | 


Dacus, And all this Bravery 
Baſſanes wealth ſhall furniſh you withall 


You hope, as I ſuppoſe. But (dear Spirella ) 

Think of his Marriage, He hath now a wife 

wo great Deſcent , who brought a Fortune to 

im 

So vaſt, I want Arechmetick to name it: 

And ſhe may look tobe maintain'd at th* height 

Of. all his Means ; Aud then your hopes will 
proove 

Fleeting as ſhadows, vaniſh'in the Aire. 

Spinel, *T wit me not with his wed:ock : For 
our Crime 

Will now be greater, And he ſhall be brought 

To buy his Pleaſure at an higher value, 


Pater Hannibal, Cacala, and 
Floretta. 


The Roman Captain his Miſtris, 
and his ſeryant, 


Dacus. How fares it with my mighty man of 
War, x 

Let us ſhake our vitorious Hands in Peace, 

And pray to Mars to ſet the world in uprore, 

Hannibal. That Timerous Princes may grow 


Bouncifu)]; SR 
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Court us to take Employment on us, while 

Their Luxuries they may ſecurely follow. 

Dacus. Brave Captain Hannibal, ſuch Frons 
Times _ 

Would be a Golden Age to us; ſhall we 

Together walk and drink an health or two, 

 Toall the Sons of Battail? 

Hannibal, 1 am for you. | 

Spinel. Then Tle retire and keep my Mother 
Company. Exeunt Han, Dac. Spin; 

Caces, Gentle Floretta ſtay. Let me not looſe 

This opportunity to wooe thy love. 

Floretta. Where learn'c your folly thoſe fine 
words? | 

Caca. Your eyes have taught me to exprefs 
my heart: 

They have infus'd a Spirit of ſpeech into me. 

Flor, You have been certainly with ſome Pe- 
dagogue, | 

And hired him to pen this Courtſhip for you. 

Cacs. | love thee betcer then love my Cap- 
rain, 

"_ And I your Captain much above you af- 

e&, 


Caca, What delicate eyes you have! Ve kiſs | 


them our, 
And weare them in my ears. 


Flor. You (hall be hang'd firſt, 
I'de rather icratch thy hearc out with my 


nayles, 
And 


fs 


Tragedy of OVID: QoL 
And ftuffe a Cuſhion with'c. 
Caca. To fit, and: fart upon't,. and keep it 
warm. 
Thou art a pretious Rogue, and I had rather 
Have thee to be my wife, chen any Damſell. 
That lives inthe Suburra. Give me a wench 
In all the Gameſome frailty of her youth; 
Eſpecially, wood ſhe turn honeſt afterwards. 
Flor. Thou calk*R at fuch a Randam Cacala, 
That ch* arc a Paſtimero me. Burt why rather 
Wouldſt chou ele, a Beauty broken up 
Then one that's ſound? 
Caca, 'Totell you the' plain Truth, 
An honeſt woman isa Bugbear co me: 
FE never took Delight in their Acquaintance. 
Flor.. Run after your Maſter cell him, I would 
{peak with him; - | 
Caca. Vie pimpe no more: Bur will henceforth 
grow honeſt. 
Flor. I doubt me (Cacala!) thou haſt of late 
Been troubled with ſome terrible Dreams, Haſt 
ſeen 


Pluto, and his dark Region in thy (leep ? 


| What elſe ſhould make thee ralke of Vircue? 
{ Caca, The goodwill (#lorerta) that ] bear 


to you 
Engages me to this diſcourſe, I pray thee 
Take me untothy Husband; And we then 


Wil run away together, leaye Captain Han- 


that.” 


G To- 
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To hisnew Fortune; And Teſolve both of us 

Todead our lives Honeſtly for the future, 

Flor, Our thou villain! Turn Traytor to a 
Maſter 

Soliberall ro thee as my Captain is? 

But that I know he would frown thee to death, 

I would acquaint him with chis Parley. A- 
mend 

Or neither he, nor I, will be thy Friend. 

Exit Flor. 

Caca. 1 know not what to make of chigench; 
and yec I would fain 

Make her my wife : But I think 1 am a Fool 
| for my Labour. { 


Shee'l hold her Peace I hope, That's all wy 


Care ; 

And then to get her,I will not deſpaire. ] 

. Exit, | ( 

( 

{ + Seema Secunda, . 
| | | | . 
Enter Baſlanes, Marullus,. aud F 

Clorina with ſervants. i P 
Beſſaves, So place her in that Chaire, and to | e 


the fides 


- Trelliher Arms, keep her hands-open thus! Þ + 

Here the ſervants tye bey faſt, and fas. Þ 

- ften Pyrontus heart in her bands. Þ 5, 
(ASE Thus! 


{| Divie, inſpire gheſe 
be 7, 
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And pur her Paramonr's Hearc into them- © 


Now. Foul Adultreſs! Thou may'ſt co i 


late 


' Ofthe Aﬀection it did bear thee once, 


Refle& upon che Mountain. of thy Sins, 

Which hach over-whelm'd the falſe Pyy 
Look 

Thou moſt libidinons woman, what a Ru 

or Luft hath brought upon him, an 

\. felt. | 

Clori. I haveatlarge ( calling the gods t 
neſs 

Thar what ] told ſwearv'd not a jot from t 

Related to you all the Particulars 

Of his upruly love; that he ſurpriz'd me 

Came in at my window whiP{t 1 was a le: | 

With what an horrour I was firicken art 

When [I perceivid i*was he; how I rail'd a 

Cal'd hin by the worſt names thac 1 


think an: 
' Bad him be gon for ever from my ſight, 


That I look*d on him as a Baſilisk; 


The Ruine of his honour, and mine own, 


hat I would tell youu of him my Baſſaxes 


+ Informyou what a Divel's Company 
You kept Pch likeneſs of a Friend. Juſt j/ 


Proreft my Inyocency, and by ſome mean: - * 
Truths into his hea!” * 
G 2 


8. 
Thus! Thar.ſhe may 'not cloſe them, or remove 
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Baſſa. That wife who dares pollute the Nup- 
ciall Bed, 

Is prodigall enough of Vows and Tears,' 

To win belicf from credulous Perſons; ſhe 

Hath done no wrong, 'when {he hath done al! 
the wrong. 

Clori. T hiice happy are thoſe fouls that from 
the Cares, 

'And {landers of this wicked Age are free, 

Walk up and down E1l:z:#m 1n their thin 

Andaity ſubſtances. And have them fo 

Tranſparenc that their thoughts may all be 
ſeen. 

Wood mine were ſuch, Oh that the Deities 

Would lend their eyes a while to you , that 
you 

Might ſearch (Baſſanes) every Cranny of, + 

My heart, I donot know a thoughtT have, 

i would conceal from you. | 

Baſſe. T hou haſt a Soul, 

So ulcerous,Clorina, that the Prayers, 

And vows of all the world can never cleanſe it. 

Clor. Oh! che hard heart of unbelieving Man! 

Happy you Virgins that do ſtop your ears 

Againft the Charms of their bewitching tongues 

And evermore continue in your Chaſtity, 

I would to Heaven I never had beheld 

Hynex to light his Pine, Have Tbeſtow*.d 

My ſelf on you to find ſuch miferies, 

Under your Roof? I wiſh my Parents had 


It 
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As ſoon as I was born exposd metro 

The open Fields, unto the Cruelty 

Of the moſt ſalvage Beaſts; or in a (mall 

LInguided Boat, Jefr me unto the fury 

Of an enraged Sea. Would any Miſchief 

Had failen upon me, bur this fatall Marriage. 

Baſſa. Hearken Marullus! are you not amaz'd 

To hear her ſpeak againſt our Nuptials thus? 

It 1s apparent chat ſhe doth repent her 

Of caking me, And wiſkh*d ſhe had Pjrontis. 

Mar. i pray you hear her our, 

Clorin. How you miſtake 

My meaning, my belov'd, and cruel] Husband! 

I would ic had been pleaſing to the gods, 

I never had been'made a wife to any. 

How Fortunate a choice might you elſe where 

Have found; theſe dire Miſchances miſt; and I 

( With my il] Fate) have no man elſe infe- 

ca, 

Mar, My heart is bigg wich ſorrow at her 

__ words, 

And vents ic ſelf in this ſad dew. 

Baſſa, What are theſe Tears for, you do drie 
away? 

Mar, 1 cannot chooſe buc Melt, 

Baſſa. You aretoo Tender, 

Come: we will leave her to contemplate here 

The horrid wickednefſes,ſthe hath atted. 

If char all ſenſe of honour hath nor left thee. 

Clorina,dye; Ic will be endleſs ſhame 
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For thee to live, after thou thus haſt brogghe- 
Perpetuall Ignominy on my poor Family. 

Mar. Ipitty her Baſſanes, much commilerate 
Her ſo dyſaſtrous Fate: She may be Inno- 

cent: 

I pray you'think her fo; ] hope ſhe is. 

Beſſa. Her Repuration's gon, forever loſt : 

A Sea of Tears cannot waſh off her Ouilt, | 

'Tis ſoinfettious, I am tainted with ir. 

Falſe woman,dye: Loſt honour never more 
( By any Means ) admits of any Cure. 


Exeunt. 


Scena Terta; 
Enter Ovid, Solus. 


Surel was born when all the glorious Starrs 
Were mer in Cotincell to concrive a Miſchief, 
Under pretence of my Looſe-ufgfulltudies, 
For the compoſing of my Art'of Love, | 
tn my declining years ( when I expefted 

Eaſe, and a quiet Life) 1 was exil'd - 

From Kome, and here confin'd to end tny daits 
Among a people rude, and altnoft blirbarots, 
Except a few of th* Gentry and Nobility; 

In a Cold Country (where fierce 7-ther 1 
(Through divers « Nedineſ «Comma th | 
* bute ol f 
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- Ofhis vaſt ſtreams into the Euxine Sea, 
I "A many have imagin'd F#lia | 
| Nan hcer of great Auguſtus was too gracious 
n iberall of her Amorous Favonts t»5 ne; 
Which caus'd him to infli& this Puniſhment. | 
But ere that Emperour left the world, he was 
Inform'd ( for char Particular ) of my Inno- 
| cency: | 
And was acquainted that, if I'were faulty, 
It was an Error in me, not a Crime; 
For if | ere enjoy'd her, itwas through 
Her craft; | taking her to be another, 
But he was coo (eyere; That excellent Prin- 
ceſs 
He ſhew'd aslictle Mercy to, as me. 
Now.about Twenty years; in the ſmall [land 
Of Trimeris ( near the Apulian Shores )) 
Conkin'd by him ſþ* hath led a tedious Life, 
I muſt confeſs ſhe had a Generous kindneſs 
For me, and took delight to read my Poems. 
But by her Letters, and Authentick witneſs 
Clear*d me ſiifficiently from that Reproach: 
And won thereby ſo much upon her Father, 
That I had been repeal'd if he had liv'd. 
. Since his Deceaſe by diyers Meſſerivers 
,  ( Perſonsof Noble Rank and Quality) 
And by her eloquent Epiſtles ſhe hath 
( For my Return co Rowe ) importun'd much 
The great Tiberius, her too Cruell Husband. 
c | But he thattoa wife ( who brought him all 
Þ © G 4 _ The 
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The Univerſe in Portion) ſhews no mercy, 
Will not redreſs wy wrongs. Here I muſt 
mourn 
Out all my Lifez and find my Funeral] Urn. 
Exit: 


Scena Duarta. 


Enter Hannibal, and Cacala. 


Han, This Captain Dacw is a joviall Blade, 

Doubtleſs a very valiant Gentleman, 

And of an heart as liberall as the Aire. , 

{acala! How lik*ſt thou I:i1m? 

(aca. Bur ſo, ſo: yer 

] was well pleas'd to (ce him pay the Reck- 
ning. 

You are far from home, and Miſtriſs Floretts 
is 

As chargeable asa ſtable of running Horſes, 

Han, It is grown ſomthing late; And Time to 
think | | 

Ot our Return unto our Lodgings, Look! 

What's that ? 


Eſpies a man hanging on 4 Gibbet.. 


Caca. Sir, I ſee nothing, 
Han, Caſt thy eyes 
That way. How now! what is*c hangs there ? 
Caca, Alas! | 
"Tis 


- ps Pt 


Tragedy'of OVID, 89- 

Tis a poor Fellow that was executed 

| Two, or three daies ago, 

Han. He hadill fortune, 

Ha:l he not berter have follow*'d eMars,and 
falne 

In glorious Battail,and his fou] exſpir't 

Through many wounds; then Ignominiouſly, 

Thus ſneak to death in Nooſe of paltry halter? 

Caca. My Captain Hannibal talkes evermore 

Of mighty Battails, or his licle whore. 

Han, What mucter you, Sirrah ? 

Caca. I (by your valout's Leave) was ſaying 
Captain, 

Y'on man hangs in a pirifull cold corner. 

The North wind ſhakes his Legs as he were 
dancing, 

Of Wine, and Women, and of all good Meats, 

He hath forever took his Leave. | 

Han. I'm ſorry for's hard Fate. Some lying 
People 

Report ſome ofthe dead have walk*d. If chou 

Cair{t ſuch a piece of fine Ativity ſhow, 

Come ſup wich me to night, Thou ſhalt be 
welcome, Speaks to the Hungd-man. 

Caca. He bows his head. 

. Han, Hang his head, 

Caca. He needs not put himſelf co ſuch unne- 
cellary trouble: 

He that ſmall favour hath receiv'd already, 

From ſome of*s ſmaller Friends, 


Han. 
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os. Y ch* art a good dead Fellow, Come ( 
And ſup with metro night. 
Spetire. Ple come. | 
Caca. | think 1 heard him anſwer; he would 
. came. | 
Han, Thoy art ſo timerons; The Eccho of 
My voice deludes thee. 
Hen, Follow me thou fearfull Puppy. 
Cace. Adog,.. J 
His Captain-ſbip makes of me; Sir, [ ſhall 
Even tread upon your Heels; ] dare not tay 
Behind.an Inch, | | | 
Has, Come then,for I fear nothing. 
Caca. By your [ eave. 01""ON 
I dread the Gallows mightily: And a Thief _ 
Thar catl talk after he*s dead is a terrible Bug- 
- bear. Exeunt, 
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Enter Armelina, Baſlanes, and 


' 
| 
| "77 Scena \'Quinta. 
Marullus, 
Aro; I'me come to wait upon you Brother, / 
, an | 6 
To (ec how my. dear Siſter; your Clorine 
Enjoyes her health, +I found among your ſer- 
vants, x "= | 
" A WY 


. be -apd - =—- _ 
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A generall ſorrow as 1 pag'd alviig. 

And you ( methinks ) refle& diftraRted looks: 

What is the reaſon of thjs 'Alteration 

Throughout your Family?: 

Baſſa, 1 am ſomthing rroubled 

And now not in condition for Jiſcourle, 

Arme. What is the matter, good Marullu ! 
Though 

I may ſuppoſe ſome bufineſs,that bath fallen 

Achwart his ExpeCtation,, hath diſt d 

His choughrs at preſent; &] eſs hes not_ 

Sick. Therefore my aflied mind  miſgives 
me, 

That my poor Siſter is ndt well; Refolve me, 

Alas! I fee ſome Malady hath raken her: 

-And helike a Good Husbind ſuffers with her; 

.Grieves for her want of health: 1s it not ſo? 

Baſſa, Sweet Armeline! Ar this preſent leaye 
me: 

] at anocher time ſhould ficter be, . 

:Togive you th* Enrercainment you deferve; 

According tothe utmoſt of my power. 

Arme. The Fods be with you: My poor Com- 
pany - | 

Shall be no longer t9 you troubleſome. 

] hope to find my Siſter in her Chamber ; ; 

And will go fitwith her. 

, Beffy. She is notthere. 


. Arme. Where is the: then } ? -ForI reſolve to 
ſee her, 


Baſſe, 


Iu" 
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Baſſa. She's not incaſe to give you Entertain” 
ment, 
Or to receive a viſte, 
Arme, Alas! You firike me 
Almoft as dead, as I ſuſpett the is, | 
For Heavens fake teach me where to find her. 
Baſſa. Sheis alive, 6 
1 pray you ler that ſatisfy, and leave us. 
Arme. Not for the World. 1 will not leave the 
houſe 
T1ll 1 have (cen) and ſpoken with Clorina. 
Baſſz. My dear Marul!ns | Since this Lady is . 
So very importunate, Shel nor be diverted, 
Guide her | pray you to her Siſter. 
Mar. 1 muſt obey you; And fair Armelina 
Shall waic upon you. Exeunt Mar. and 
a Arme, 
Arme. Lead, and I follow you. 
Baſſa. Now ſhe will Curſe me, and traduce my 
name, | 
Though ( the Gods know ) her Siſter's in the 
blame. 
He that refrains for fear of womens Tongs 
10 right himſelf, baſely ſubmits to wrongs. 


Exit. 


Scend 
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Scena Sexta. 


After a ſmall Jupper ſet forth, 
Enter Hanmbal, az 
Cacala. 


Hay, What! Is this all w* are like to have? 

Caca, Yo pleaſe your Souldier-ſhip, renowned 
Captain, | 

This is even all; And it may ſerve the turn, 

Although I have an Apperice as fharp 

As your victorious Sword, great Captain Hen- 
nibal, | 

Han, Where is Florette ( Cacala?) Go calt 
her, 

She will rail at this meat, and call me cove= 
cOUs, 

Caca. | needs muſt ſay,her ſtomack never faikd 
her; 

Though ſhe's bur licle , ſhe's a tall woman at a 
Trencher. 

Han, Run, and call her, 

Tell her the meat, will becold; And then *tis 
ſpoyld. 

Caca. 1 may ſave that Labour. Miftris Spinella 

hath inviced her to ſupper. 

They and. Cypaſſs eat to nighc together, 

Han, Will Captain Dacys be there. 


Cacs 
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Caca; I think not Sir. 

1 never knew {ypaſſis but an hungry: 

She's not ſo bountifall; as to invite - 

Others to eat hermeatup. - 

Hax. oy comes it then Floretts 'is their ' 

vel? CEL S0! 

Sit down, and be not troubleſoine: You know 4 

H 


I'de have-it (0. 
Ceca, | thank your yalour.. I have ſome ſmal} 
- ſaſpition” ER : | 
Baſſunes hath a Likeing took to your po 
Dear Damigella, and Cypaſſis muſt 
Courr her, and tempr her to his various Luſt. | 
Hau, May be. ſo Czcala! Let him rake his 
"Cas ooo 5 of eva | 
If.he ſo, lead, re follow him the Dance; 
hen I will woe Spine!la ; And he ſhall F. 
Father the ſpurious Iſſue i'le get on her. 
Hark ? Some body knocks: Riſe, ahd inform | 


.mewho THIN "EA "4 

Is he door —— How now, What art tho”. 
deafe, | 1 

And heart mekno@3{or dumb becauſe thou 
yet) = Nana | , | 

An Apoplexy ſure hath ceaz'd upon thee. 

Sit dom $2. Mor drink a Glafs of Wine 

It will recover thee.. Well don, noi ear thy 

' meat, | 


EEE ns td tor ne td Be i iis on = wo 


Again there knocks ſome bedy at the door, - 
Riſe once more Sifrah, and conduft them 0/2 
mY P2421 7 "Be | 


Tragedy of OVID. 


4/Be gon, or I ſhall kick you to your 


fals down, 4s 


] wonder who it is: For ſome body 


| ſhew'd. 
| Still he knocks on. 1 will go bring 


| Enter Spe&re. 
| 

Your name Sir and your pleaſure 
| Speire. My name, Helvidins is. 
- | Han. You are a ſtranger 

Unknown to me; ] pray, what is 

' nels, | 
Spegjre. T come to ſup with you, 
/ | Hen. Though clad ſo meanly, 

F You ſhall be welcom. 
; Spedre, I amnor ſo ryde, 


L 1] 


| Han. Who ſhould invite you? 
Spec. Sir! Your ſelf. 

_ | Hear. *Tis ſtrange, 

| 1 ſhould forger it then. 


This Idle Raſcall ſure thefalling Sick 


your guty. 
He opens the doo, turns, ack, and 
« Swownd, | 


nels. 


- 
.- 


Hath got of late. | muſt be at the charge; 
I fear roſend for a Phyſician-co him, © 


knocks 


Again. Ir needs muſt be a ſtranger, elſe 
4 | He ſuch long Complement would not .haye 


\ 
him Ins 


your buſt- 


W. 


To preſs upon you, uninvited Captains 


' $pec. I come unlook?d for Noble Heynibel, 
Bur you did bid me to (upper © nighc, | 


Han. 
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Han. My Memory hath fail'd me. Where FJel- 
zus ? 

Spec. Ac the Gibber, by the City walls; 

Where I did hangin Chains. 

Han, This is a Curteſy deſerves a'welcome; 
ou are melt welcom Sir, and ſo believe ic. 

Spec, You are my generous Pacron, and I chank 
you. 

Han. Sic down, I pray ſit down, So: 'tis well 

-—_—-.. 

Cacale | Where's Cacala. Give me a Glaſs of 
Wine, 

What on the flore ſtill! riſe man. 

Cacalg. ] dare not ftir nor breathegvir. 

Han. He will not hurt you. 

Spec. I ſhall.not be ſo rude, where I find wel- 
come 

Todo a Miſchief. | 

Han. Fill Wine, Sir much good do you; And 
here's to you, 

To you fair MiſRrifſes health; whether alive, 

Or your Companion ith E/izian Groves: 

Spec, You much endear me. 

Hen. Could 1 have thought you woulg have 
\upp*d with me, 

You ſhould have been much better treated. 

Sic down and eat, | hou filly Cacals! 

Caca. I am very timerous. 
4 His Promiſe and my Valour do protect 

' - vols | 


thee- Cacai 
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Cace, This Napkin thus difpog'd under my 
Hat 

Shall keep my- eyes off him, Ile cat like 4 
Lion; 


| Becauſe I fit in fear, and after will 


Chew the Cud as ſagie Beaſts do, to disjeft 


it. | 
Spec, Good Fellow, I ſalute thee with this 
Boule: | 
Tothy brave Hennibals Miſtriſſes health. 
Caca, 1 have no mind to dtink yet. My Ma+ 
ter 
Is the better Pledger of ſuch Fancies. 
Han, You ſhall not refuſe him, Of with it 
"Cacala: 
IFe conclude it; 
' Spec, It has gon round. | 
Captain, your kindneſs bath ſo far oblieg'd 
_ me, 
That I prefume to crave a favour of you, 
Hix. You ſhall command, 
Spec, I pray you dine with me to miorrow; 


4 


Har. You jeſt, | 
| Spec. I am in earneſt; You ſhall be moſt wel- 
Come, 


| Han, Where? 


Spee, Ar the Gibbit, 


| Hax. Ile come, 


Ceca, Now my bellie's full, catinot forbear, 
Tocaft a Sheep's eye at him. is | 
| | H Oh! 
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Oh! oh. Cries out "#loud,falls backw 'r4,and(with 
"bis Legs under the Tale) overtbrows 
it, aud all the meat. 

Spec. I thank you, generous Captain; And 

good night. 

Hau. Farexell Sir; And expe> me as 1 pro» 

mis'd, * 
Riſe thou nnamannerly Beaſt, and let's to bed. 


Caca. Good Maſter, And thrice- valiant Cap- 


tain Hannibal, 
See me in bed firſt, and aſleep, 1. beleech you, 


And ler me have: Miſtrifs F luretta; For | dare } 


not }ye alone. . 
Hasu. Follow me and undreſs me. 
Caca, Sir | beſeech you have a licle Patience: 
Say that I ſhall! noc lye alone to night, 
And you will Comfort me. 1 otherwiſe 
Shall be ſ@ weak with fear, I ſhall not be 
Able to pluck your ſtockins off, 
Han. Get whom 
Thou wilt to be thy bedfellow, but Floretta: 
For,her I cannot ſpare. 
Caca. Then] entreat you, 
Lec me lye in, the fame bed with you both. 
Han, You muſt ſome orher Lodging find, 
Caca. Vitle? 
Then 1 muſt old Cypaſſs try: Perhaps. . 
A Bottle of trong water will prevail 
So far with her, | 


That ſhe may give me leave, 
| To 


SQ. he a amd 6. thr IP 
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To lye with her, 
And yet] had mach rather 
Lye with my old Grand-mother, or Grand= 


facher, 
Han. *Tis ſaid ſhe was a Beanty in her Youth. 


_ Cxca, Sure no man can report it that hath ſeen 


it: | 
For I believe her birth was in the daies 
Of Lucims Brutus; who was Rome's firſt Conſul, 
Exeunt. 


Scema Septima. 


Enter Marullus, and Armelina, to Clottha 
faſtned in a Chair, with the heart 
of Pyrontus in her hand. 


Arme, Y*ave made me ſuck a terrible Reela- 
tion 
Of his ftrange Jealoaſy, and his foul Murcher, 


And's barbarons uſage- of your deer {weet 


ſelf; 


| That (my Clorine) Pm deficient 


Of Language to expreſs my Admiration, 
But (my dull eyes ) can youlo long refrain 
Fromdifſolucion into ſhowers of Tears ? 


My heart is ſure of Stone,or It would break 


At theſe EffeRs of's impious Pxoceedings, 
Cir, Have patience,my beſt (ifter. 'Tis enough 
H 2 ' For 
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For me tobe ſo miſerable: I would not 

My ſuffrings ſhould beger a Grief in you.' 

Arme, Then ] more ſtypid were then Salvages, 

Then any beaſt in any Wilderneſs, 

Or any Fury in black Hell ir ſelf. 

Clor. Oh! Armelina how am I] beholding 

Unto you, for your pitty of my wrongs ! 

And yet I needs mult grieve to ſee you thus 

Afi your ſelf at the ſad ſenſe of them. 

Bur ] beſeech you to aſſume a Courage, 

Worthy our Noble Family to orecome it. 

T ſhall bur'a few Minutes longer trouble you 

With my unfortunate Company, 1 find 

My heart too weak to make Reſiſtance longer 

Againſt th* impetuous ftorm of my vaſt Inju- 
ries: 

I find Death ſtealing ſenſibly upon me. 

Arme. The Heavens forbid. 

_ Prayers come too late now to divert my 

ate. 

TPrey you therefore, good Marsllus, haſte 

.1o my dear Husband , and your Faithfull 
Friend. 

Tell him, I beg but ſomnch favour from him, 

As I may breathe my ſoul vut in his preſence, 

And ſee him once again; and I ſhall dye 

Contentedly, and pardon him wy wrongs, 

Mar. Madam ! 1 do beſeech you to have pa- 
tience, 


] will go for him) And haye hope he will by 


nl 7 A.» 
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Be very ſhortly reconcil'd unto you: 

For from my (ſoul I pitry your Misfortunes. 
Exit Marullys. 

Clor. Shed no more tears, You have, my Ar- 

melina , 

Spenc too much of that precious dew already 

On poor unworthy me. 

Arme, You are Clorina! my Elder, and 

My only Siſter: And can [ perceive 

Your Innocency perſecyred thus, 

And ſeem an unconcern'd ſpeCtator of it? 

It is impoſſible, Give me leave therefore, 

T” expreſs all ſorrow I am capable of 


- As tribute ofmy cordiall AﬀeCtion 
To your ſo lovely, (weet, and injur'd Perſon; 


Enter Baſlanes, and Marulkis. 


Clor, Welcom my too unkind, though my dear 


Husband. 

To your Clorine, welcom my Baſſanes. 

_ = grow dim, and I my heart ftrings 

cc 

To crack, Your harſh ſuſpition of my Loy» 
alty. BIS | 

And fo fevere an uſage of me, have 

Cut off my life in prime of all my Youth. 

Here, with my parting breath ( in preſence of 

The gods, within the Hearing of your friend 
Marullus, H 3 And 
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And of my Siſter) I declare I dye 


Free from all guilt, and never injur*d you, 
And (o Farewe)! for ever. Gods! [ come; 
Aﬀord my Innocency tn Heaven a Room, 
She ayes. 
Mar. She hath took leave of life. 
Arme. 1 did not think, 
Her death had been ſo neer, 
Farewell forever all Content and Pleaſure 
Since ſhe is gon. No thought of Joy ſhall ever, 
Poſſeſs my heart hereafcer. She that was 
My only happineſs is vamiſh'd from me. 
Look Monſter of Mankind! This is a fighe 
Only befits theeyes of ſuch a Villain. 
Here thou haſt murcher'd che moſ victuous 
wife 
That ever Hymen knew; And one that was 
In her AﬀeCtion over-fond of thee. 
Baſſa. Your paſſion makes you ſpeak,ycu know 
not what. | | 
Your Siſter injur*'d mein ſuch high nature 
That ſhe hath juſtly broughr upon her ſelf, 
The end that's come upon her. 
Hom. 'Th* Anthropophagians that devour mans 
eſh, 
By thee may be inſtracted in worſe Cru- 
elcies. 
m—_ Helliſh wretch , bue thy more Helliſh 
C >» 
Would thus have ns'd a Lady of her Beauty? 


To | 


1 . 


——— 
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To'faſten with ſtrong wire's ( in a Cafe of- 
Male) 

A mans heart in his wife's own hand, and loci 

her 

With Chains into a Chair, faſt; is a Miſchief 

None bur Baſſares durſt have done. What T y- 

ranc 

In Hiſtory did ever a@tſo ill? 

Perillus was an Innocent to thee, 

The vengeance of High ove hangs ore thy 
head; 

To ftrike thee with his forked-Thunder dead. 

Brſſa. No Husband but a Wicrall, would have 
ſuffer®d ; 

The Proftitution of his Wife. 

Arme, You ſlander her, baſely belye her vir- 
fues. 

She tous all hath clear'd her (elf. Maru!!us 

And I] heard her relate the tory. It was 

The ſaddeſt that did ever fall from tongue; 

Which the before had cold thee all at large. 

She doated on thee to her death, and with 

Her Jaſt-expiring breath proteſted freely 

Her Innocency from thy impured Crime, 

Baſſa, | care not whar you ſay : She was as 
foule 

In her Baſe Aﬀions,as her Face was Fair. 

. Arme, Thou doſt traduce inhumainly her vir» 

Tye: 


lf And [ believe forbad'kt the ſhould have Meat. 


H 4 Baſſa. 
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Baſſas. 1 did not think of it; And therefore 


ave 

Forth no ſuch Order. © 

Arme, If the leaſt Humanity 

Remains yet in thee, [et her be releas'd 

From theſe ſo barbarous bonds, this heartre- 
moy*d | 

Our of her hands; It with Pyroutus body 

Deliver'd to his Friends for Sepulcher: 

And I will cake care for the funerall Rites 

Of ſweet Clorina my poor murther*d Siſter. 

Baſſa. T*will eaſe me of ſome trouble, and a 
Charge; 

Therefore | will conſent to that Demand: 

And the gods keep me from a ſecond Marri- 
age. | | wy 

oe. Thou need'ſt no&fear that: thou canſ} 
not find a woman | 

So loſt to Virtue, and to honor; that 

Dare be a Wife to ſuch a blooddy Butcher. 

—— no woman in the world {o ſenſe- 

els, 
And wicked as to give her ſelf to thee. 
Vle tell chy ſtory unto all I meer: 


And thy Reproach ſhall ring through every 


ſtreet. 


Baſſa. Your Larum may Tun on; whil't Vle 


declare ; | 
To all the world how falſe you women are. 
Exennt Onnes. 
Aus 
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ATus Duinti, Scena Prima. 


Enter Ovid, Philocles, and 
Caralinda. 


Ovid. I am amaz'd much, and afflited more, 

Wich the ſad newes you have imparted co us. 

Philo. All my Entreaties could not win him 
thence: PETE 

And therefore miſſing him too long from home, 

And knowing upon what deſign he ſtaid, 

I did enquire of Ar welina; who 

Made me the ſad Relation you have heard. 

Qh brave Prroutus! I lament thy Fate; 

That haſt in love prov fo unfortunate. 

Cara. It is ſoſad a ſtory you have made us, 


| That irc draws teares from my-eyes. Though [ 


was 
Aftranger to their Perſons, my weak ſex 


Allows meliberty to weep, Aman 
Would not be tax'd of Sofcneſs,to relent 


At ſo deplorable an Hiſtory, 
Philo: Madam! I am fo far from blaming you, 
For gracing with your cears their Cruell Faces, 
That my heart chides mine own eyes for not 
melting. £70 : 
Hell never plotted a worſe Tragedy, 
Nor ever did ſo great a Lover find, 


SO 
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So mercileſs a death as Lord Pyrontnc: 
Neither did ever Virtue and Beauty meet 
So hideous a I reatment as Clyrina. 


Ovid, Have you their Bodies ſeen, fince they 


weredead ? | 

Oh Philocle;! If you thoſe woefull objefts 

Have look*d upon, you have beheld a fight 

More ſad than ever Tos; was accus'd for, 

Philo. Alas! 1 brought che Heart, and-mangled 
Body | 

Of my dear Friend Pyrontrs, to his houſe. 

And did attend the Corle of fair Clorina, 

To Armelina*s Pallas: where alas ! 

No April ſhower ever fell ſo ſweetly, 

As ſhe doth weepover her Sifter, 

Cara. A word with you dear Cozen Ovid! My 
eyes 

Are bigg with tears, and my poor heart is loa- 
den 

With Grief. A thouſand ſhowers camiot drain 
them. 

And Time wants years enough to wear a« 
way 

The Senſe,and Memory of this woefull day. 

Ovid, 1 mutt befeech you to have patience. 

Cara. } have coo much, dear Ovid ! Much too 
much : 

Buc 1 will all the Fortitude colle& 

That my poor heart 1s capable of, and ſhall 

guppreſs all ng1s excerior of a Grief, 


You 


Wn «of 
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'You know the Fortune which 7reſullus told 


mee 

] find, it now points. at me; And will there+ 
fore | 

Go walk abroad. You are acquainted well 

With Philocles. Ile leave you with him. 

Ovid. I will attend upon you. 

Cara, By no means 

You areold and fickly; And I will not be 

So troubleſome, 

Ovid. Y ou (hail not go alone. 

| Good Philgeles, My Colin Caralindea 

Is ſomething undiſpos*d, and hath a mind 

To take the Air abroad ; You will obliege 
me 

To bear her Company. Sheis a ſtranger 

Which 1s the cauſe I crave the trouble from 

ou 

chr The Noble Ovid may command me any 
thing. 

But you conferre much Grace on me, togive 

Meleave to wait upon a Gallant Lady, 

Of fo ſurpaſſing Excellencies, 

Cars, You complement ( Sir ) with me 

Qvid. Hereafter you may like better of her 
Company, 

When you are more acquainted wirh her. 

Beware | pray you what you do; Take heed 

Speaks to Caralinds aſide, 
You give not too much Credit to hs -# 
Take 


| 


no? 
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Take heed. your vengeance be not raſh; Be* 
ware 

You bring not ruineon yourFlouriſhing Y onth, 
Care, I will not play the Amazon, believe it 
And ſo (beſt Poet) for a while Farewell, 

Philo. Your ſervant,generous Ovid! 

Ovid. Sir,['m yours, Exeunt Caralinde, 
and Philocles, 


 O Love, and Jealouſy ! What mighty power 


You,mighty paſſions, have ore humany hearts? 

How you too often joyn within one breaſt, 

And. joyes that would aſpire keep low ſup- 
eſt ! 

Te be enamour'd on a beautifull obje&; 

Asnaturall tous is, as t* eat, and drink: 

But toſuſpe& whom we affe&'s, a Crime 

Declares a guiltineſs within one's ſelf; 

A want of Merit. Then a wiſe man ſhould ' 

Make himſelf worthy of his Miftriſs Love, 

Or never proſecute his amorous ſuit. 

A diſcreet Lover in a beautions Qut-fide 

Expedts a mind adorn'd with all the virtues; 

And holds it an Impiety to think, | 

So rich a ſoul can ever ſtoope to vice, 

Therefore the Lover that is rightly bred, 

Admits no Jealous thonghts inco his head. 


I wiſh Baſſures had prov'd ſuch, then he 


Might have enzoy'd an happy Life on earth: 

Too paſhonare Pyrontas then had liv'd, | 

And ( in ſometime ) might haye overcome 
himſelf: The 
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{1 The admirable and innocent Clorine 


Had been alive; This Tragedy had never 
Been aRed here, which will be famous ever. 


Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Baſlanes, and Marullus. - 


Mer, If you would give me leave (as your 
known Friend ) 


Whom you have long grac'd with your Ami- 


t 

To%al you freely my Opinion, 

And no offence; take ir. I ſhould tell you 

( My Lord Baſſaxes ) I conceive you have 

Been much too ra(h in your proceedings. 

Baſſa. How ? 

If ſuch a thought you harbour ofmy A&ions, 

I needs muſt tell Mara!lus, that he thinks me 

Guilty of my Wife's blood: Donot imagine 

Your Friend aſpers'd with ſuch a Crime. She 
was 

A Gallant Pallace ( to do her beauty right ) 

Where all che Devils of Luſt inhabiced. 

Mar. I cannot tell, but if one might give Cre- 
dit 

To her ſo often ſerious Proteſtations, .. 


'And to her yowes utter'd with her laſt breath, 


She 


n 


| 
} 
U 
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Ske was an Innocent. 


Raſſz. They that dare play 
So foul a Game value not what they ſay, 


Enter Caralinda, ad Philocles; 


What Lady's that ? 

Mar. I'neves ſaw her before. 

B-ſſz. She 1s a miracle of ſuch Hanſomneſs; 
She can.no other be but YVerus (elf. 

Philo. Yonder's the Mirtherer of my Lord Py- 

rontus, | 

And the baſe ufer of the beſt of Women. 

My Blood is all on fire at this Encounter, | 
My Hile ſeems Loadfone, and my hand of [- 
ron; 

I cannor keep it longer from my Sword. 

(A ſuddaim vengeance he defervey), which ſhall 
Fall on him, Ac this preſent 1I'le revenge 
The Slaughter of my Friend, and thefad death; 
Of his ſo barbaronflyabus*d Clorine. 


(ara, Dear Philocles forbear. I do conjure J 


on, 


PR 
By all the Love you bore unto Pyrourus: 


Suppreſs your Anger fora While; yer kyow 


I with hiarbuc a ſhore Repricve, and hate him 


As much as you. He ata ticter Time 
May find his Deſtiny. Let it noc be ſaid 
He dy*d.ich prefence'of a tender mmd, 
Philo, I mutt obey yen, Madam! 


pa pan! %, wa , 2 ye yo 7 A bay fo pond Fong Wnt 


Baſſes] 


| He 


E- 


K 
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B-ſſa. She is an obje& ſo extreataly ravith- 


ing, 
I muſt ſpeak to her. 
Mar. | had thought you had 
Done with that Sex forever, 
Baſſi. ]refolv'd fo, 
Buc Beailty fuch a Potent Charm is known; 
Strongſt Reſolutions [t hath overthrown. 
Haike Female godde(s, or if ( of woman kind ) 
Haile! rich Epicome of all the Beauty, 
That ever yet in ſeverall women Nature 
Reveai'd to human eyes! 


| Cara, Good Philocles ! 


Draw back a liccle. ] would find to what 

His fine words aime; And he will be more ſpa- 
ings 

(Ify* are too near us) to expreſs hin ſelf. 

Phi/o. I will retire a licle. Buc beware 

Ris flatteries win not on your heart, 

Cara, I warrant you. 


Baſſa, My Friend Marullus, I beſeech you wall 


_ Alde, 


Mar, LI ſhal},my Loid,obey you. 
Good day to Philocles! Pray ſhun me nat: 
For I am much afflifted at the Tragedies 


| Baſſanes Rage, and Jealouſy have ated; 
1 ihadno hand in them, and could / have _ 
'Prevented them, they had not been perform'd. 


Cara. You both proyoke my wonder, and my 
bluſhes, 
Become 


= C————  G— WM, 
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Becorhe enamour'd on a ſtranger! One . 
You never ſaw before! 


- 


Philo.” Marsllus he hath done ſuch horrid Aas| 


The gods cannever puniſh him enough. 
Baſsa. It doth become your Beauty, to work 
ſuch wonders. | 
Matam!-I am one of the chiefeſt Perſons 
Ofall this Province, and have an heart to love 
ous 


Above the expreſſions of a Thouſand Tongues; | 


Cara. Your name (Sir) I beſesch you, 

Baſsa. *T is Baſsanes. 

Cara. What he that ( through his Jealouſy,, 
and fury ) 

Murther'd Pyrontus, and his innocent Wife ? 

Baſſe. You have been misinform'd. He did de- 
ſerve '- 

The Fate he found : And her ſhame broke her) 
heart, 

] am the ſame Bzſſues but not guilty 

Of” any Crime, They in their deaths found 
Juſtice. 

Care. Iv'e heard too mich of them already. 
But how 

Can you ſofreſh a widdower ſo ſoon; 

Give Entertainment to a ſecond Flame? 

__ Your Beauty that ean work ſuch Mira- 

_ cles 

Is a ſufficient reaſon," 

Ears, I] may prove. 


- 
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The like ſad deſtiny Clorina did, 


Should I become your wife, 
Baſſe. It is impoſſible 


| You are an Heaven where all the virtues meet; 


And therefore cannot be inconſtant to 
Your Wedlock- vowes. 
Cara. | merit not ( Baſſznes ) 
This favour at your hands, If I e're wed, 
Tt ſhal be unto one of my own Country. | 
| Baſſe, Within a Body form'd to all Perfe&i- 


on. 
That ever liberall Nature,and the gods 
Could, can, .or ever ſhall make up ( fair ſtrans 
ger) 
Give-not an Entertainment to Contempt 
Of yuor enſlav'd Baſſaxes, neither in'ic | 
Lodge thoughts diſdainfull, nor an heart of 
Flint. . 
Cara. *Tis an Aſﬀtoniſhnient 1n me to hear 
you 
To make ſo paſſionate diſcourſe to me, 
Even One whoſe name you neicher know, nor 
Fortune: | 
I may be poor, and vicious, 
Baſſe. Nothing but Virtue 


. Can in a body fo Beaurifull inhabice. 


Vice dares not ſo preſumtious be, ast? enter 
Under ſo fair a Roof: And y* are ſo rich 
In Beauty, that I with more joy ſhould marry 


you, | 
I Then 
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Then t* be ſaluted Emperour of the world. 
Cara. You court me now indeed, | have ſome 
bu ſinels 
Of ſuch Concern, that at this time no lon» 
ger 
] can ſtay with yon, 
Biſſ-. Bur mu'ty on needs be gon? 
Cara. | mize, Mm trueth. 
Baſſt. When ſhall] chen receive 
So great a bleſſing as = enjoy a ſecond time 
Your Covered Company ? 
Cara. Wiki this halt hower, 
Ple meet you here again. 
Baſſa. Y* averais'd me to 
A joy as great, as Fove himſelf can know. 
Cara. Come generous Philocles, I' will int« 
part OY. 
Our Parl-y frgely toyou, 2nd acquaint you 
With rhe whole Cauſe, why | entreated you 
To ſtifle ycur Revenge, and to retard 
His death.'Y ou ſhal know al my ſecret thoughts, 
Philo. Sweet Coralinda, you obliege me much. 
I ſhall attend you any where. 
Exeunt Caralinda, and 
Philocles, 
Baſſa. eMarully! 
Cupid harh pointed all his ſhafts, with the 
Fair beams of chis bright Lady's cies. I am 
Become enamour'd on her to that height 
That I muſt marry her, or I ſhall dye, | 
$| Mar, 


—— = We ——————— 
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Mar. The Heavens forbid, 

Beſſa Nay rather,friend,may all the gods vouch- 
{afe it, 

Mar. You know not what ſhe 15, ſhe may be 
much 

Unrworthy of ſuch Nuptialls; 

Reſiſt becimes, Phy ſick roo late is took ; 

When {ickneſs ( through delay ) isfx'd at th" 
root, 

Mar. Surely ſhe can | 

No other be, but 0O»ids kinſ- woman; : 

Who (we have heard } ſo lately came to To 
91053 

I vill preſume her, theny of noble Biretr; 

Thar exceilent Poet is my worthy Friend: 

And] may hope will eally be won, 

T* afliſt me'to attain her to my wife, 

Me thinks he ſhould be glad to have his Coſin 

Vell Matched here; To be fix'd a conſtant 
com{tort 

Both to his Age, and Grief for his Exilement. 

Mar, May the juſt Powers Divine, turn all to 
th*belt. | 

Baſſ. If T obtain her to become my Wife, 

Ant Hefven on Earth, I ſhall enjoy this Life, 


Exeunt. 


I 2 Scene 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter Bannibal, aud 
Cacala. 


Cala. Sir, I intreat you (my too valiant Cap- 
rain!) 
To give me leave to return home, I have 
No mind to ſuch a formidable Dinner, 
Han, What ſhould'ſt thou fear ? My keen vi- 
&orious Sword 
Carries ſpells ſtrong enough to conjure down 
All che unruly Fiends of P/uto*s Court, 
Therefore for ſhame take Courage, Thou 
had*ft wont 
| a, have a good ſtomack to thy meat: And 
ure 
This Gallant Ghoſt will treat us very Nobly. 
Caca. I have an horror to ſuch Company: 
And had a thouſand times much rather be 
With Miſtris F/orerta, and converſe with her. 
Han. Thou talk'ſt ſo often of her thar 1 
think | 
Thou art in love with her. 
Caca, I muſt confeſs, 
I have ſome ſmackering that way, But the 
' Awe | 
I ſtand in of your Indignation, 
Deterres Þ. 
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; Deterres me from profeſſing my Reſpetts. 
I wiſh your Captainſhipp would caſt her off; 
And give me leave to make her my honeſt 
Wife. 
Han, Thou talk*t Impoſlibilities, Fool (a= 
cala | = 
To think co make an whore an honeſt wo. 
man. 
S_ an One wood indeed prove a ſtrange won- 
+ 
And he that ſhould to ſuch an One be wed, 
Might raiſe a mighty Portion to himſelf, 
By taking mony for the fight of her. 
Cacala. His tongue's no flander, 
Afide, 
Han. Walk on: ware almoſt there, 
Caca. I'm monſtrouſly afraid. 
Han. Fear nothing in my Company, but the 
marrying 
Of an whore, 
Caca, | ever dreaded ſtories of Hohgoblins, 
But evermore abhord the fight of them: 
Beſeech you therefore Capcain Hannibal, 
Give meleave to go back. | 
Hay, Thou ſhalt not leave me: I will make thee 
valiant, 
And neither to fear Men, nor Divels. 
Caca. Heaven Bleſs me! 
Han. We ſhall have a braye dinner without 
doubr, 
I 3 Caca. 
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Cacz. Inftea3 of a Calfes head, and glorious 
Bacon 

A «kw haif rorren of ſome Malefaftonr, 

Stollen from a Neighbour Gallows to his own: 

And { 1n tne place of a brave (ide of Veni- 
{ON ) 

The fait Hanch of ſome executed Bawd : 

And mn tne room of Grecian Wines, the 'Moi- 
ſture 

Thar dota diftill from their hang'd putrifi 
bodies. | 

Sir, | will take my leave. 

Han. Thou ſhalt go with me, 

And ( when Employment calls me forth a- 

ain 

Mo ke thee my Liefcenant: w? are almoſt 
there. | 

Leok you ! Heis come down from of F his Gib- 
bet. 

*Tis the mo!t courtecus fellow that ere dy*d 

By skurvy Haitar. Wood his Judoes were 

T rus'd up ins ”ws': and a] the vilianous 
Jury 

That did condemn {o brave a Svark, 


Enter Spectre. 


Spefire. Welcome thou Nobleſt Son of Mars! 
Give me 


Thy. 
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Thy hand, thou ſervant to great Harnbal. 
Caca/a. | wiſh you would excuſe me the Com- 
 plement, 
Sheffire You nee? not fear me, 
Han. Cacala be couragious, and dread no- 
thing ; 
My friend H<{v:4ius will nohurt do to thee 
Should {erberus bark bur at thee; with wy 
Sword 
I ( at one blow) would cut off all his heads. 
A Table ſet forth.cover?d with a-bl2ck, 
Linnen cloth,” all the Napkins of the 
ſame colour; the meat, and diſhes, 
Battles, Wine, and all things elſe. 
Speftre, You (ee your Entertaininent, and are 
both 
Moſt heartily welcome, Letus fit, and em. 
They all fit down 
and eat, 
Caca, I do not like the Colour ofthis Lins 
nen, 
The Meat, and Wine, aid every thing is 
black, | 
Speftre, *Tis the ſole Colour ngd in P!uto's 
Courr, 7 
Cara. The meat taſts wellthough: Though 1 
had rather be 


Art a piece of Bread and Cheeſe at Madam Cy- 


paſſis's. | 
I cannot chooſe but eat, I think my fear 
I 4 Hath 
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Hath added ro my Hunger, 

Spedire, Gallant Hannibal, 

] dedicate this Boul to thy Floretta. 

Han. Offwith ic then; thou only Worthy of - 

Theother world. Here Cacalg,thou thall pledg 
me, 

Caca. Vie do my weak Endeavour. 

Han. j thank you Sir, and in Requitall drink 

To him or her you moſt atfe&, 

Speare, Y' are Noble, 

Friend Cacal-, heres to you, and you conclude 
it, 

Caca. 1] darenot do otherwiſe. | 

Han. Would you excuſe my Curioſity Sir. 

I would enquire Why you were executed. 

| Spere. Vie ſatisfy you, The Lords, and Gen« 
ery of | 

This City Tomos gaveorder to a Statuary 

To make the Image of the Poet Ovid, 
In beaten Maſſy Gold, for the Honor he 

Had done them,by writing an excellent Poeme; 

V'tch Getick Language in Tiberius praiſe. 

When it was ready to have been preſented, 

I got into the houſe, and ſtole it thence: 

Melted it privately, and put it off 

By litle Parcels,ſpent ic on wanton wenches, 

And among boon Companions, In my Cupps 

Brag'd on't to two falſe Brothers, who berraid 

me. | 

Han. I would they hadbeen born both Dumk, 

and Fools, Specire. 
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"$pefire. I pray you give me leave to be as 
ree 

With you... Why were you baniſt'd and con- 
fin*d £ 

Han. A poor old woman, and a witch, a 
Friend 

OF mine, pretended an Occaſion to make 
ule - --. 

Of alive Infant,-rip'd out of the Belly 

Of's Mother : And ch* Enchantment ſhe was 
hammering 

Was for my ſervice. I ſtole into a Cottage 

That flood alone, where ſuch a woman liv'd 
then, 

Found her alone, and had ſo laid My Plot 

That [ might undifturb'd proceed;-cut up 

Her belly, cook her Infant thence, and ſow'd 1 

A Catup inthe Placez So ſhe enjoyn'd me. We. 

This ſimple Sorcereſs being for other 

Matters accus'd, and like to dye, confes'd 

This Prank, 

Spere. How chanc'd ir,you eſcap'd with life? 

Caca.' My Captain is the greateſt villain that 

I ever heard of: [ will leave his ſervice: 

Although I have oft been told of this before. 

Han, The Favorite,a\l-powerfull Sejany, 

Did bring me off wich life. I help'd him to 

Floretta's maidenhead; For which good turn 

I alſo had ſome Baggs cram*d with Sefterces. 

SpeF. You had good fortune to eſcape ſo well, 

| | ks Han, 
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Har. Some buſineſs calls me home. I give you 


thanks 
For this brave Entertainment; So Farewell. 


_— | pray you ſtay a while, y ou thal) Look 


A licele Maskque I have provided for you. 
H mn. You much oblicge me, and are over lis 


berail 
Of yuur high Favours tome. 


Enter (after very ſolemn loud Muſeck ) 
#acus, Rhadamanthus, ad Minos, 
the Jud es of Hell; AleQto, Ty- 
yphone, aud Mcozra ihe 
Kuries; and dance 
altogether to 
lowd Mu- 


fech. 


Spetire. ZExcus, Minos, and Rhadamanthus, the 


three 
Judges in Hel! ; Ty{yphone, Me 2era, and Ale- 
Clos 
The Furies there (of equall nutnber to them) 
Lead in a Daiice. | 
Cacalg. Can Divels be (fo merry! 
But I had ever thougiic there had been ra- 


ther 
Three thouſand Judges there, then three; I 


wonder Their 


Ou 
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Theirnumber is ſo few-: ſo of the Furies; 
For oft, on earth, one woman 'hach more in 

her. - 
The Dance ended, this Song fellows. 


OJ 


Moſt happy is the Libertine, 
And of mankind the moſt ingenious; 
Whofrom grave precepts doch decline, 
And doth indulge his Joviall Genthis. 
Ob! the joyes, the joyes, 
They have that follow Vice, 
Without any fear of che gods: 
Who freeiy waſt their Trealures, 
To purchaſe chem their /Pjcaſures; 
And are with the virtuous at odds. 


II. 
The Atheiſt is the greateſt fool, 


Who oaly aimes to pleaſe his Senſes; 
Thinking in heaven no gods bear rule, 
And iFpples, murthers, (wears, and wenches. 
Oh! the woes, the woes, 
T hat follow all thoſe 
VWho weare out their lifes in vice, 
. That ſwear, whore, kill, and drink 
And never them bech ink, 
Till chey fal] into Hell ina trice, 


After 
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After the Song is ended they all ſeize © 
on him, and Carry him away, 
Han. Muſt I be then betraid thus! Falſe Hel- 
viding! - Exeunt, with him. 
And fooliſh Ha»nibalto truſt to Spe@ res! 
Spec. Away with him. Down to che Infernall 
ſhades | \ 
Of Grielly Pluto*s Kingdom let him fink, 
A fouler ſoul was never ſeen in Hell, 
Wher's Witchtrafts, Rapes, Murchers, and vie 
tious Life. 
Will find a ſutable endleſs puniſhment. 
The Spectre vauiſheth, 
Cace. This was. Terrible fight indeed. Hea- 
ven keep me 
Bur in my wits till I can ſee Florett. 
And 1 ſhall cell her ſuch a Tale, as will 
Make her turn virtuous, if ſhe hath not loſt 
All love toth' Powers Divine, and fears no ven- 
geance, Exit, 


£ PAg 


la 
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Scena HDuarta. 


Enter Baſlanes, Solus. 


Baſſe. I find my (elf half rais'd to happineſs 
Already, after my ſo late Affliction. 


' The ſtranger Ladie's Beauties triumph here 


Within my heart; My hopes are fair enough 
That I ſhall win her to become my wife: 
Then all my future daies | ſhall efteem 

To bea laſting Feſtivall, and more 

To be priz*d by me then are all the Faſti, 


COTE the year through, in our Kalen- 
cr, 


Enter .Phabianus, and 
Philocles. 


/ 


Phebia. | now have made you well acquainted 
with 


My Perſon, and my Hiſtory, and have to you 


Reveal*d che reaſon why ] did entreat 

You to forbear Bafſanes, when your Rage 

Wen fain have flung you on him. Now you 
now 


The canſe why I will meet him. Give me there- 
fore 


Leaye (Noble Bb;locles) to go alone, 


IW—O— eo 
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] fear him not at all; and ſhall not have 
Any need of your kind Aſſiſtance. Tis 


The will, ſure, of thegods, chat ſhould fing- 
ly 


Encounter him, Therefore retire(my Friend,) 


Neer hereabours you may conceal your felf : 
You within call may ſtay, I ſhall have quick» 

| 
Difoarch'd with him, and ſhall not failthen 

£0 
Hollow you back. See there he is a Walking, 
And waiting my approach. 
Phi/o, You muſt command me, 
The Gods be with you, Philecles with= 
CI araws. 
Phzbia. Well met Baſſazes. Ovids kinſ-wo- 
man, 

The ftranger Carelinda, hath imploid me 
To you, to make Apology for her _ 
Nor meeting you according to her promiſe; 
Why. do you look fo wiſhly on me? Do you 
Know me? 
Boſſa. I certainly haveſeen your face 
Before. Some Alteration thac I find 

yome years of abſcue'might have made, Re» 
*  folveme 
7 pray you Sir, Are you not Phabianns ? 
Pyrontss younger Brocher, that have (penc 
Tre or four years abroad ?* If y* are not 

c 
J 
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| never ſaw two Faces ſo alike. 
Phobia.” | Phabianus am, and Caralinda 
Whom you ſolately troubled with your Court= 
ſhipp. 
| Through the Providence of the Almighty 
- Gods, 
| mer with: thee in that diſguiſe: And par- 
red 
| From thee bur to diveſt me of thoſe Cloathes, 
And bring my {word to our next Parly. *Tis 


needleſs 
To tell thee more; And I have .too much 
time | 
Trifled away in this Diſcousfe, Pray draw 
Your (word; For one of us muſt dye. A” 
Thou crayterouſly, and unawares did*ft mur= 
cher - 


My brave, and hopeful Brother, Though he 
lov'd 

Clorina, he deſerv'd her better farr 

Then thou, never attempted violence unto 
her, 

And (in a licle Time) might have ſubs 

. du*d 

His too unruly paſſion, Thou haſt broke: 

Thy Innocence Lady's heart with uſages 

More horrid then a Scythian ever praQtiv'd: 

Therefore unleſs you will dye baſe]y, draw. 

Baſſa- You ate a glorious Talker, fine young 


Imnane 
Bur 
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But I ſhall preſently allay your pride; 
And the fond Coabdence: ms Gon co have 
In your own valour. ek, 
Phebia. Let us try your kill. 
Baſſa: Y'*ave ſought your ruine by provoking 
me, | They Fight, | 
Phebia. So. Have you yet enough? | 
Baſſa. Oh! Youhave flain me, 
I have received ſo kome a Thruſt, I dye. 
Wichourt another word. 


=_ — Lc." Rs 


Baſſanes dies 
Enter Marullus. 


Phabia; Marullus in an equail Duel 1 | 
Have kil'd your Friend. The gods did guide ' 
. 'my ſword, FM 
Tuftice was on my fide: He flew my Bro- | 
—_- | 
And] in Roman honor could do no leſs, 
And to preſerve my Reputation cleare, | 
Among the Getes my Country-men, then to 
Fight fairly with him. - | 
| Mor- My mind miſgave me ſome dyſaſtrous 
ate 
Yr overtake him for ſo foule a Mar 
ener. g | 
FR I am Griev'd at his ſad death, Tam [ 


AA QLU  AccHhNS&AfR 


g . 
You are, wy Lord,return'd ſo ſafely home. | 
Phabia. / 


| 
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houſe. - 
Mar. I ſhall not fail, 
Phehia. The gods preſerve you. 
Mar. Farewell, brave Phebianu. 


- Phubia. Friend Philocles | Call*s aloud. 


Phils. I'm ( ac your (ervice ) here. | 
Pbebia. Stay, and Ie come co you, Exit. 
Mar. Draw near you that his ſervancs are, and 


. bear Enter Servants. 


This ſad Logd to his Pallace. Exeunt. 
; Scena Durnta. 


{1 Enter Captain Dacus, Cacala, 
Cypaſhs, Floretta, ad 
Spinella, 


Cypaſ. It was a Lamentable SpeQtacle 

Wemet withall as we came hither. 

Dacws. An uſnall one; a dead man: 

We Souldiersſ\mile upon a thouſand ſuch, . 
Opal: Baſſanes was an extraordinary Per- 
- on. 1 
Dacw. Ceſars, and Lords, muſt dy. 

Cacae. You talk of Trifles. The ſtory I related 


you, 


' Of my Maſter Captain Hamiballs being took 


away with Devils, 


I29; 
'F Phobia. You'l ſee his body convey'd unto his 
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Deſerves to be calld terrible indeed, 
Hell broke looſe on him, Divels, and Divels- 
Dam's 
C's both upon him. He weak faine have 
ung 
An Arſe, but no Reſiſtance conld prevail: 
Away they hurried him, and left me in 
So 'great a fear, I know not how I came 
home. 
Flor, Thou haſt told us too much of this alt= 
rezdy, 
And ti 10 often, 
Caca, T'will never out of my Memory. 
Flor. Nor from thy congue | fear. 
Caca. Oh fear the gods, Miſtriſs Floretta, fear 
them 
Take heed, the Divels ſhow yon not ſuch a 
Trick: 
Turn virtuous pritty One, and marry me. 
For I doloye thee above woman kind, 
Show thy ſelf therefore to me a kind WO=- 
Mane 
| Flor. Though I am ſorry my Hannibal is per 
riſh'd ſo: 
I cannot call him back; And muſt ſome 
care 
Take of my felf, And therefore Gacala 
Vie be thy wife, All his remaining Goods 
Are ours, 
Caca, And I haye lomenhens c00 'to truſt 
to In 
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In my own Country. 
Cypaſ. Here's a Match ſoon made up. 
Flor. We will return to Rowe. 
Caca. With all my heart. 
Dacns, And will my fair Spinel!/2 prove as 
- kind? | 
Spinel. Now Lord Baſſines is dead, I am con- 
tent 
To receive Captain Dacxys for my Husband: 
Mother ! I hope of your allowance co ic 
Cypeſ. And you ſhall have it. The gols grant 
you joy. 
Dacus. My Mother Cypaſſis now indeed! 
Cypaſ. You knew her Father. . He was your 
Countriman 
And a fine Gentleman, when he in Rome 
Did marry me; I elſe ihoul.l never have been 
Content UV have liv'd in fo remote a Pros 
vince, | 
Though his good nature, and many Loſſes at 
Sea, 
Melted away moſt of his Land, we have 
Silver and Gold enough co make'you live 
In plenty. | 
Dacus. Mother,] kiſs your reverent hand 
In Gratitude, What my own means may 
: rove | 
Deticient in, my valour ſhall ſupply, 
Spin, Wee'l have no fighting nor any Quarrel- 
ling: 
I am for peace, Love hates the noiſe of War. 
K 2 Dacus, 
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Dacus. You are too timorous; Grow as affe*- 
Fionate: 
For thusI print my Soul apon thy Lipps. 
Caca, Letus go home, ſend for a Prieſt of Hy- 
mens; 
And preſently each Couple on's be married. 
Omnes, Agreed, agreed. 
Caca; I dare not lye alone td night for fear 
My - or his F:tends, ſhould-give me a 
viſic, 
Spinel. Was Hannibal,a Gentleman by birth? 
_=s My pritty One—— 
rave Hannibal the famous Carthaginian, 
Who: margh'd like Mars, even to the walls of 
Rome, | 
And fought againſt that Senate for the worlds 
mpirez 
In one of's winter Quarters at Sa/4j:4, 
Obcain'd th* AﬀeCion of a Beautifull Lady 
Calld Iſidora: And from them he was 
Deſcended lineally; As He lately told me. 
Spinel, And is now | 
Deſcended to the Divel; we have heard, how 
| Exeunt Ownses. 


gceua 
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Scena Sexta. 


Enter Ovid, Phoebianus, Philocles; 
Armelina, and 
Servants. 


Phabia. My Father (on his death bed) did eri- 
Jjoyn me, 

( For Educations ſake) to ſtay fo long, 

You grace me ( excellent Armelina ) much 
After ſolong a TIriallto receive me. 

Arme. 1 nothing have worthy your Acceptas 
__ tion, . 

But my reciprocal! Return of Love. | 

Phebia, ] kiſs your hand for ſo immenſe a boun- 


ty. | | 

But why ( tny faireſt ) would you never ho- 
nor 

My many Letters with one fingle Anſwer? 

Arme, 1 durſt not; fearing (among the Romans 

Ladies) 

ve -might have made a ſecond Choice, and 
then 

Have left me, blaſted in my Repntation. 

Phebia. | wastoo true, ad you was too ſevere 

Arme. But wherefore came you-fo diſguis'd; 

- and why? | 

K 3 From 
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From me would you conceal your ſelf? 

Phabia, *Tis reaſonable, that | ſhould ſatisfy 
you. 

Juſt upon my departure out of Ita, 

My Curioſity lead me to Traſul/us, 

Oae of the chief Afﬀtrologers ot theſe Times, 

And happy in forecelling future fortunes: 

I made Friends to him, and receiv*d theſe 

verſes. 

© Rerurn diſguis'd in womans Cloathes, and 
you 

*The Murtherer of your Friend ſhall pay his 
due; 

© Obtain your Miſtriſs tro become your 
Bride, | 

«And with her gain a world of wealth be- 
ſide. 

Ovid. Baſſanes his death, and fair Clorinas's 
wealth, 

(You being her Heir) added co your great 
Por.10n, 

Contirm for Trueth the Soothſayer's Predie 

Aion 

Arme. And I] avzain muſt thank you for fo 

” bravely © | 

Revenging on B-fſunes, his foul | Cruel- 
cies 

But why ( my Phzh:anvs ) would you not 

Piſcloſe your (eH*s me? | 

Phzbia. You are my Countri-woman 3 And I 
feai*d So 


\ 
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So doing, 1 ſhould have broken my Injun&i- 


Ons : 

But now (divineſt Lady ) when ſhall I 

Be made ſo happy by your gratious elf, 

Agsto receive you for my Bride? 

Arme. As (oon 

As I can give ſome ſtint unto my Tears; 

Afcer my Siſters Obſequies are p:R. 

Philo, Pray liſten! \Whar noiſe is thar without? 
I chink., 

I hear an horn, and *cis ſome Poſt; 


Enter A Polt. 


Pphzbia. From whence,my Friend, come you? | 
P-/t. From Rome; 
Phylo; What news ? 
Pojt, Ive Lecters for the famous Poet 0+ 
vid, | 
Ovid. Deliver them, Jam that unfortunate 
man. 
Ovid breaks open bi Let- 
ters and reads, 
I am undone for ever. No more hope, 
For my Return muſt ever Flatter me, 
My wife wrices co me, (he hach us'd the ut- 
moſt 
Of her Endeavour ( afliſted by the chiefeſt. 
Of both our Friends, and-of moſt power wich 


Ceſar.) - 
or © 
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For my Repeal , or bur (at leaſt) 'Re- 
movall,_ | 
To a more temperate Clime 3: And that th* are 
both 
Refus'd her; and ſhe enjoyn'd perpetuall fi- 
lence, 
In my behalf. Beſides,my Friend Grecinus, 
( A Roman of high note ) hath wric me word 
The Gracious Princeſs F#/ia, our great Em- 
re(s 
af my beſt Friend is, in Trimerns, dead. 
One of theſe News were much too much to 
ſtrike 
My poor and Crazy body into my Grave: 
Buc joyning both their Poyſonous ſtings toge- 
ther; 
I needs muſt to the world this Truth impart, 
T hat Ovid dies here of a broken Heart. . 
Dies. 
Phy!. Tt was too ſad a Truth his laſt breath 
did , 
Expreſs: For he, alas! is dead indeed. 
Arme. 'Death is too prodigall of his TI ragedies 
In this ſmall Ciry. ] muſt ſpare from my 
Cloriaa's Fate one ſhower of tears co ſhed, 
Upon his Grave. 
Phy. Not only we, but all the Getick Nation 
Were worſe then barbarous, paid we nut that 
duty | 
To Excellcat Ovia*s infelicions Fnd, 
Axme, 
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Arme. He was amoſt accompliſh*d Gentleman, 

A Perſon affable, and ſweet condition*dz 

And of the Romen Poets the moſt ingenious} 

Phil. He-was in Ttalie at Sulmo born 

A pleaſanc City within the Territory 

Ofche Peligui, and deſcended of 

The Ancient Family of the Neſoness 

Who ha{Ctpreſerv'd che Dignity of Koman 

Knights, from the firſt Original of char Or- 
der. 

Ich Afiatick wars, he under Yaryro 

Had eminent Command, and well diſcharg'd it: 

Who now alas ( after ſeaven years -Exile- 
ment ) | 

Hopeleſs of a Repeal, hach breath'd his laſt, 

Arme. _ up his Noble Body, and bear ic 

ent 

To his Gan houſe; We all will wait on ic thi- 
ther. 

Phzbia. Ile havea ftately Monament ere&ed, 

( Withour our City walls, near the chief 
Gate) 

Ts his fair Memory, to declare the Orati- 
tude 

Of Tomos to him; for the Honour It 

Receiv'd by his ſo long abode among us: 

Enclol'd in which ( withina Mable-urne ) 

Curiouſly wroughc, his Aſhes ſhall for ever 

Remain in peace; An endleſs Grace to Pontusl 

Phil, No Poer ever did more glory contribure 

Unto 
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the Fatin/Language;, chen his Pen. - + ' 
he Soul of Poetry fecls a Gontdifion 


By Deceaſe, He goſuperiour knew, |! 
Io that ſweet Arc 3'And was great Virgil: Ez 


His week have an Eternity ſamp'd on them, 
Dofar exceed the Conſal Cicero's verſes, 
Andgltthe Lines ſacred Auguſtus ever | 
Writ in a numerous train; All che fine Poems, 
The Darling of the People, the Facecious 
And valianc Prince Cal, ar Germanicus 
Hath-publiſh'd wich Appoule ; - And all ſuck 


Things 
Though writ by hands that were the ſpoyls of 


Kings. 


6 Ovid's Body being removed. 


Exeunt Omnes, 


Z $4 ny | 


EPILOGUE. 


OBle "al Genntvns G) PR 
tours; flay lo «1 


A word at Farting, and then ge Your 


=} ' Why. ; | \\ 3 
Our Author is flolne PIFET in mighty 
haſte, 
Becauſe he thought the Houſe _ 0< 
vercaſt. 
With Clouds on every Brow; And was 
in dread, 
F A form would elſe have fall upon his 
L head. 


I am his friend left purpoſely be- 
bind, + To 


T inform bim bow his Fate proves 

' barſh, orkind. 

Beſeech you Ladies,s Smile : Their ge- 
nerall Frown, 

Portends the Men will hiſs our Tra 

gedy down. 


Jo: 1oneey them clap thetr hands, F or | 


it is firange 
If men forbear, when womet bid them 
. Clap. | 
I thank you Ladies! Thank you; Gen- 
: tlemenT 
To morrow, you may be welcom here 
_» agen. 
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